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IKE Bbungry gueſts, a fitting audience looks : 
Plays are like ſuppers 3 Poets are the cooks. 
The feunders you ; the table is this place: | 
The carvers cue; the prologue is the grace. 
Each act a courſe ; each ſcene a different diſh : 
Tho' wwe're in Lent, I doubt you're ſtill for fleſh. 
Satire's the ſauce, bigh-ſeaſon'd, arp and rough ; 
Kind maſts and beaux, I hope you're pepper-proof. 
Wit is the vine ; but "tis ſo 2 the true, 
Poets, like wintners, balderdaſh and brew. 
Ter 4% ſcenes, where rant and bloodſhed join, 
Are butcher's meat, a battle's a ſirloin : 
Your ſcenes of love, ſo flowing, ſoft and choſe, 
Are xvater-gruel, without ſalt or taſte. | 
| Baxvdy's fat veniſon, which tho' ſtale, can pleaſe 2 
Your rakes late baut-gouts, like your damm d ** 
„„ 
Hur 8 the fair gueſt to gape on, 
Js your nice {queaker, or Italian capon 3 
Or your French wirgin-pullet, pgarnifh'd roxnd, 
And dreſi d with ſance of ſome——=four hundred pound. 
An opera, like an olio, nicks the age; 
Farce is the baſty-pudding of the y 
Fer when y: ure created with indifferent cheer, 
Yau car diſpenſe with „ fare. | | 
A paſteral as whipt cream; flage-cobims, mere traſh ; 
And tragi-cemedy, half fiſb and fleſh. 
But cemedy, that, that's the darling cheer ! 
This night wwe hepe you'll an — bear: 
Wild ſocul is lil'd in play-bouſe all the year. | 


Yes fince each mind betrays a diff rent taſte, 
And every diſp ſcarce pleaſes ev'ry gueſt, 
Tf aught yeu reliſh, do not damn the reſt. 
his favour craw'd, F- let the muſic ftrike : 
6 


Tas're welcome all New fall to, where you likes 


SARS. 
rr os 2 | 


ROM Fletcher's great original to- da 

We tock the bint f this our modern play; 
Our author, from bis lines, bas ftrove to paint 
A witty, wild, incenſtant, free gallant : 
With a gay foul, with ſenſe, and will to reve, 
With language, and with ſoftneſs fram d to move, 
With little truth, but with a world of love. 
Such forms on maids in morning ſlumbers wait, 
When fancy firſt inſtructs their bearts to beat, 
When firſt hey Wiſh, and ſigh for what th know 

net yer. 

Froen 2 ye fair, to think your lovers may 
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Let Villerey'i misfortune make you wiſe, 
There's danger ſtill in darkneſs and ſurpriſe z 
Tho' from his rampart be defy'd the foe, 
Prince Eugene found an aqueduF below, 
With eaſy freedom, and a gay addrefs, 
A preſjing lover ſeldom wants ſucceſs : 
Whilft the reſpectſul, like the Greek, fits 
And waſtes a ten years ſiege before the trwn. 
* or her owon ſake, let no Feeſaken maid, 
Our wanderer, for wvant of love, upbraid ; 
Since "tis a ſecret, none ſhou'd.e'er confeſs, 
That they have loft the happy pow'r te pleaſes 
If you ſuſpect the rogue inclin'd to break, 

reak firfl, and ſwear yen he turn'd him -4 a week 
As 7 ys when they refly ftateſmen doubt, 


Before they can ſurrender, turn em out. 


Wohate'er you think, grave uſes may be made, 


And much een for inconſtancy be ſaid. 

Let the goed man, for warrioge-rites defign'd, 
With fludious eare, and diligence of mind, 

Turn over every page of womankind 

Mart every ſenſe, and how the readings wary, 
Aud, when be knows the worſt en let bim marry. 
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| M E N. 

Orp MinanrLi, an aged Gentleman of an odd 
Compound, between the Peeviſhneſs incident tv 
his Years, and his fatherly Fondneſs toward: 
his Son. | 

Young MIA ART, his Son. 

CarTain DuxETETE, an honeſt good-naturd 
Fellow, that thinks himtelf a greater Fool that 

* he 774 g g 

Ducarxy, Brother to Oriana, , 


PzTiT, Servant to Dugard, afterwards to 
Siſter, 


ks 
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On1raxa, 2 Lady contracted to Mirabel, whe 
would bring him to Reaſon. 

BIs ARE, a whimſical Lady, Friend to Oriata, 
admired by Duretete. ; 


{Lamoncre, a Woman of Contrivance. 


Four Bravocs, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies. 


Reach your cold hearts by ſomes unguarded way 3 


3 Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants. 
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r 

: SCENE, the Street. 

Enter Dugard, and bis Man Petit, in Riding Habits. 
81 AH, what's a clock ? 
Pet. Turn'd of eleven, Sir. 

Dug. No more! We have rid a ſwingeing pace 
from Nemours, ſince two this morning! Petit, run 
to Rouſſeau's, and beſpeak a dinner at a lewis-d'or 
« head, to be ready by one. 

Pet. How many will there be of you, Sir? 

Dug. Let me ſce--- Miradel, one; Duretete, two; 
myſelf three , 

Pet. And I four. 

Dug. How now, Sir! at your old travelling fa- 
m:liarity! When abroad, you had ſome freedom 
for want of better company; but among my friends 
at Paris, pray remember your diſtance. Be gone, 
dir. Exit Petit.] This fellow's wit was ne- 
teſſary abroad, but he's too cunning for a domeſtic, 


o 


1 muſt diſfyigſe of him ſomg way elſe.— Who's 
_ ? Old Mirabel, and my fiſter !-----My deareſt 
liter ! 


Enter Old Mirabel and Oriana. 

Ori. My brother, welcome ! 

, Monſieur Mirabel! I'm heartily glad to 
e vou. 

04 Mir. Honeſt Mr. Dugard, by the blood of 
e MHirabe!s, I'm your moſt humble ſervant. © 

Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt your ſkin, ſure! 
ure briſk and gay; luſty health about you; no 
hen of age, but your filver hairs. 

Mir. Silver hairs! Then they are quick-filver 
are, Sir. Whilſt I have golden pockets, let my 
ls be filver an they will. Adibud, Sir, I can 
ee, and fing, and drink, and---no, I can't wench. 
Mr. Dugard, no news of my fon Bob in all 

travels? 

g. Your ſbn's come home, Sir. 

% Mir, Come home! Bob come home! By the 
14 of the Mirabels, Mr. Dugard, what ſay ye? 

-., Mr. Mirabel return'd, Sir. 

Dung. He's certainly come, and you may ſce him 
a this hour-or two. | 


n 


9.4 Mix. Swear it, Mr, Dugard, preſently ſwear it. ſiſter, 
Lit, he came to town with me this morn- 


ing; I left him at the Bagnicurs, being a little 
diſorder d after riding, and I ſhall ſee him again 
preſent y, 

Ol Mir. What! and he was aſham'd to aſk & 
blefling with his boots on. A nice dog! Wall, 
and how fares the young rogue, ha ? | 

Dug. A fine gentleman, Sir. He'll be his own 
meſſenger. a 

Old Mir. A fine gentleman! But is the rogue 
like me fill ? EO 

Dug. Why, yes, Sir; he's very like his mother, 
and as like you as moſt modern ſons are to their 
fathers. 

Old Mir, Why, Sir, don't you think that I begat 
him ? 


and he inherits your eſtate. He's very like you, 
upon my word. | 

Ori. And pray, brother, what's become of bis 
honeſt companion, Duretete? . | 

Dug. Who, the captain? The very ſame he went 
abroad; he's the only Frenchman I ever knew that 
could not change. Your ſon, Mr. Mirabel, is more 
obliged to nature for that fellow's compoſition, than 
for his own: for he's more happy in Duretete's 
folly than kis own wit. In ſhort, they are as in- 
ſeparable as finger and thumb; but the firſt inflance 
in the world, I belicye, of oppoſition in friendſhip. 

Old Mir. Very well; will he be home to dinner, 
think ye? 

Dug. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a dinnet 
for us at Rouſſeau's, at a lewis-d'or a head. 

Old Mir. A lewis-d'or a head ! .Well ſaid, Bob; 
by the blood of the Mirabels, Bob's improv d. 
But, Mr, Dugard, was it ſo civil of Bob to viſit 
Monfieur Rouſſeau before his own natural father? 
Eh, har%'e, Oriang what think you, now, of a fel- 
low that can eat and drink ye a whole lewis-d'or 
at a fitting? He muſt be as ſtrong as Herculcy ; 
life and ſpirit in abundance. Before gad I dont 
wonder at theſe men of quality, that their owa 
wives can't ſerve em. A lewis-d'or a head! tis 
enough to ſtock the whole nation with baftards;: 
'tis faith, Mr. Dugard, I leave you with your 
1 [ Exit, 


Dug. Why yes, Sir; you married his mother, | 


Dug. Well, Gſter, I necd not aſk you how yow 
Ta - T 


; 
I; 
' 


© — — 8 


4 
do, your looks reſolve me; fair, tall, well-ſhap's ; 
you're almoſt grown out of my remembrance, 

Ori. Why, truly brother, I look pretty well, 
thank nature and my toilet; I eat three meals a 
day, am very merry when up, and ſleep ſoundly 
when I'm down. 

Dug. But, ſiſter, you remember that upon my 
going abroad, you would chuſe this old gentleman 
for your guardian; he's no more related to our fa- 
mily than Preſter John, and I have no reaſon to 
think you miſtruſted my management of your for- 
tung: therefore pray be ſo kind as to tell me, 
without reſei vation, the true cauſe of making ſuch 
a choice, a 5 

Ori. Look'e, brother, you were going rambling, 
and *twas proper, leſt I ſhould go a rambling too, 
that ſomebody ſhould take care of me. Old Mon- 
Keur Mirabel is an honeſt gentleman, was our fa- 
ther's friend, and has a young lady in his houſe, 
whoſe company I like, and who has choſen him for 
her guardian as well as I. - ; 

Dug. Who, Mademoiſelle Biſarre ? 

Ori. The ſame. We live merrily together, with- 
out ſcandal or reproach z we make much of the old 

_ gentleman between us, and he takes care of us: 
we eat what we like, go to bed when we pleaſe, 
and riſe when we will. Now, brother, beſides 
theſe motives for chuſing this gentleman for my 
guardian, perhaps I had ſome private reaſons. 

Dag. Not ſo private as you imagine, fiſter ; your 
love to young Mirabel's no ſecret, I can aſſure you, 
but ſo public that all your friends are aſham'd on't. 

Ori. O' my word, then, my friends are very baſh- 
ful; though I'm afraid, Sir, that thoſe people are 
not aſham'd enough at their own crimes, who have 
fo many bluſhes to ſpare for the faults of their 
neighbours, 

Dag. Ay, but, ſiſter, the people ſay 

Ori. Pihaw! hang the people, they'll talk trea- 
fon, and profane their Maker; muſt we therefore 
inſer, that our king is a tyrant, and religion a 
cheat ? Look'e, brother, their court of enquiry is a 
tavern, and their informer, claret: they think as 
they drink, and ſwallow reputations like leaches; 
a lady's health goes brifkly round with the glaſs, 

but her honour is loſt in the toaſt, 

Dug. Ay, but, ſiſter, there is till ſomething--- 

Ori. It there be ſomething, brother, 'tis none of 
the people's ſomething; marriage is my thing, and 
Il ſtick to't. 

Dug. Marrizge! Young Mirabel marry! He'll 
build churches ſooner. Take heed, ſiſter, though 
your honour ſtood proof to his home-bred aſſaults; 
you muſt keep a ſtricter guard tor the future': he 
has now got the foreign alt, and the Italian ſoft- 
neſs; his wit's improved by converſe, his behaviour 
finiſhed by obſervation, and his aſſurances con- 
firmed by ſucceſs, Siſter, I-can aſſure you, he has 
made his conqueſts; and 'tis a plague upon your 
ſex, to be the ſooneſt deceiv'd by thoſe very men 
that you know have been falſe to others. But 
then, ſiſter, he's as fickle 

Ori. For heav'n's ſake, brother, tell me no more 
ef his faults; for if you do, I ſhall run mad for 
him: ſay no more, Sir; let me but get him into 
the bands of matrimony, I'll ſpoil his wand'ring, 
; warrant him; III do his buſineſs that way, never 

fear. | 

Dag. Well, ſiſter, I won't pretend to underſtand 
the engagements between you and your lover ; | 
expect when you have need of my countel or af. 
fiftance, you will let me know more of your affairs. 
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and intereſt can reach, you may command me tg 
the furtherance of your happineſs : in. the mean 
time, ſiſter, I have a great mind to make you a 
preſent of another humble ſervant ; a fellow that | 
ou up at Lyons, who has ſerv'd me honeſtly ever 
nce., | 

Ori. Then why will you part with him? 

Dug. He has gain'd ſo inſufterably on my good 
humour, that he's grown too familiar; but the 
fellow's cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you is 
your affair with Mirabel. Here he comes. 

nter Petit. 
Well, Sir, have you been at Rouſſeau's ? 
Pet. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould I find there but 
Mr. Mirabel and the captain, hatching as warmly 
over a tub of ice, as two hen pheaſants over 2 
brood They would not let me beſpeak any 
thing, for they had dined before I came. 

Dug. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my ſiſter, [ 
ſhall fill continue kind to you; and if your lady 


| recommends your diligence, upon trial, Il} uſe my 


intereſt to advance you; you have ſenſe enough to 
expect preferment Here, firrah, here's ten 
guineas for thee ; get thyſelf a drugget ſuit and a 
puff-wig, and ſo---I dub thee gentleman-uſher.--- 
Siſter, I muſt put myſelf in repair; you may expect 
me in the evening- Wait on your lady home, 
Petit. [ Exit Dug. 
Pet. A chair, a chair, a chair! 
Ori. No, no, I'll walk home; tis but next door, 
| [ Exeunt, 
SCENE, à Tavern, diſcovering young Mirabel 

23 Duretete ring - from Table. 

Mir. Welcome to Paris once more, my dear cap- 
tain z we have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid 
vlentifully, and let it go for once. I like every thing 
but our women; they lock'd ſo lean and tawdry, 
poor creatures! *Tis a ſure ſign the army is not 
paid. Give me the plump Venetian, brik 
and ſanguine, that meets my lips like ſparkling 


wine, her perſon ſhining as the glaſs, and ſpirit like 


the foaming liquor. 

Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy I grant you; but for 
our women here in France, they are ſuch thin 
brawn-fall'n jades, a mad may as well make a bed- 
fellow of a cane chair. 5, 

Mir. France! a light önſeaſon'd country, no- 
thing but feathers, foppery, and faſhions---Ha Roma 
la Santa! Italy for my money; their cuſtoms, 
gardens, buildings, paintings, muſic, policies, wine, 
| and wamen ! the paradiſe of the world :---not peſ- 
ter'd with a parcel of preciſe, old gouty fellows, 
that would debar their children every pleaſure that 
they themſelves are paſt the ſenſe of : commend me 
to the Italian familiarity—Here, ſon, there's fiſtj 
crowns; go pay Your whore her week's allowance. 

Dur. Ay, theſe are your fathers for you, that un- 
derſtand the neceſſities of young men; not like our 
muſty dads, who becauſe they cannot fiſh them- 
ſelves, would muddy the water, and ſpoil the ſport 
of them that can. But now you talk of the plump, 
what d'ye think of a Dutch woman? | 

Mir. A Dutch woman's too compact; nay every 
thing among 'em is ſo; a Dutch man is thick, 4 
Dutch woman is ſquab, a Dutch horſe is round, 4 
Dutch dog is ſhort, a Dutch ſhip is'broad-bottom's; 
and, in ſhort, one wou'd ſwear the whole product of 
the country were caſt in the ſame mould with theit 
cheeſes, 

Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the En- 
Sliſh ladies. EP 
Mir. The women of England were excellent, 


Mirabel is a gentleman, and as far as my donouy 


did they not take ſuch unſufferable pains to r 
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0 what nature has made fo iocompar ably well; they be charitable to thoſe that don't want it-----Well, 
n would be delicate En indeed, cou'd they but and how d'ye like Italy, my boys? ; 

a thoroughly arrive at the French mien, or entirely Mir. O, the garden of the world, Sir! Rome, 
| 

er 


let it alone; for they only ſpoil a very good air of Naples, Venice, Milan, and a thouſand others 
their own, by an aykward imitation of ours; their all fine. 

arliaments, and our taylors, give laws to their three O/d Mir. Ay, ſay you ſo! And they fay, that 
Linas. But «ome, Duretete, let us mind the Chiapi is very fine too, | 


od buſineſs in hand 5 miſtreſſes we muſt have, and muſt|, Dar. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very 
he take up with the manufacture of the place; and] ſcurvy air; the moſt unwholeſome to a French con- 
in upon a competent diligence we ſhall find thoſe in| ſtitution in the world. 

Paris ſhall match the Italians from top to toe. Mir. Pſhaw, nothing on't ; theſe raſcally Gazet - 


Dur. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough; but |teers have miſinform'd you. 
what will become of your friend? You know 1am Q1d Mir. Miſinform'd me! Oons, Sir, were not 


ut ſo plaguy baſhful, ſo naturally an aſs upon theſe} we beaten there? 

aly occaſions, that ; Mir. Beaten, Sir! the French beaten ! 

2 Mir. Pſhaw, you muſt be bolder, man: travel] Old Mir. Why, how was it, pray, ſweet Sir? 
ny three years, and bring home ſuch a baby as baſh-} Mir. Sir, the captain will tell you, 


fulneſs ! A great luſty fellow ! and a ſoldier! Fye Dur. No, Sir, your ſon will tell vou. 


[ upon it! we Mir. The captain was in the action, Sir. 

ady Dur. Look'e, Sir, I can viſit, and Ian ogle a Dur. Your ſon ſaw more than I, Sir, for he was 

my little—as thus, or thus now. Then I can kiſs a looker on. | 

| fo abundantly, and make a ſhift to——bur if they} 0% Mir. Confound you both for a brace of cow= if 

ten chance to give me a forbidding look, (as ſome wo- ards: here are no Germans to over-hear you; why 

d a men, you know, have a deviliſh caft with their! don't ye tell me how it was? 

— eyes ;)—or if they cry, What d'ye mean? What Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we march'd 

ect dye take me for? Fye, Sir! remember who I am, | up a body of the fineſt, braveſt, wel- dreſs d fellows 

me, Sir! A perſon of quality to be us'd at this rate! in the univerſe; our commanders at the head of ut, | 

ug · ---I'gad I'm ſtruck as flat as a frying- pan. all lace and feather, like ſo many beaux at a ball 
Mir. Words o'courſe | never mind em: turn you I don't believe there was a man of 'em but cou'd 

dor. about upon your heel with a jantee air; hum out] dance a charmer morbleau. ; | 

unt. the end of an old ſong; cut a croſs caper, and at! C Mir. Dance! very well, pretty fellows, faith! 

abel her again. ä Mir. We caper'd up to their very trenches, and | 
Dur. ¶ Imitates — No, hang it, twill never do- · there ſaw peeping over a parcel of ſcare- crow, olive» | 

cap- Cons, what did my father mean by ſticking me up] <0!our'd gunpowder fellows, as ugly as the devil. 

paid in an univerfity; or to think that 1 ſhou'd gain an) Dur. IL'gad, I chall never forget the looks of em, 1 

ning thing by my head, in a nation whoſe genius lies all[ while I have breath to fetch. | 

dry, in their heels ! — Wet, if ever I come to Mir. They were ſo civil, indeed, as to, welcomg 

not have children of my own; they thall have the edu- us with their cannon; but for the reſt, we found | 

briſk cation of the country; they Mall learn to dance be- em ſuch unmannerly, rude, unſociable dogs, that 

ling fore they can walk, and, ha taught to ſing before we grew tir'd of their company, and io we e en danc cd? 


like * they can ſpeak, »-, back again. 

Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh hu-] Old Mir. And did | > all come back ? 
t for mour, put on al{lurance---there's no avoiding it;; Mir. No, two or three thouſand of us ſtay d be 
thin ſtand all hazards; thou'rt a ſtout, luſty fellow; and} hind, 
bed- haſt a good eſtate; look bluff, hector, you have a} Old Mir. Why, Bob, why ? 


good fide-box face, a pretty impudent face: ſo, that's; Mir. Pſhaw----becauſe they cou'd not come that 

no- pretty well. This fellow went abroad like} night----But come, Sir, we were talking of ſome- 
Roma an ox, and is returned like an aſs. [4 thing elſe; pray how does your lovely charge, the | 
toms, Dar. Let me ſee now, how I look. [Pulls out a} fair Oriana? | 
vine, Wl 2c:ber-glaſs, and looks ent.] A fide-box face, ſa) Ou Mir. Ripe, Sir, juſt ripe ; you'll find it bets 
t peſ- ä 'Egad I don't like it, Mirabel------ Fye, ter engaging with her than with the German's, let ' 
lowt, Sir, don't abuſe your friends, 1 cou'd not wear ſych| me tell you. And what wou'd you ſay, my young | 
e that a face tor the beſt counteſs in Chriſtendom. Mars, if I had a Venus for thee tos? Come, Bob, | 
d me Mir. Why can't you, blockhead, as well as I? { your apartment is ready, and pray let your friend be | 

kitty Dur. Why, thou haſt impudence to ſet a good face | my gueſt too; you thall command the houſe bgtweem, 
ice. vnon any thing; I wou'd change half my gold for ye, aud Lil be as merry as the beſt of you. 
it Ne Valf thy braſs, with all my heart. Who comes here: | Mir. Bravely ſaid, father. g LEæecant. 
te Ou! Ca, Mirabel, your father! | ö 
her Enter Old Mirabel. 8 — — 
lump, 074 Air. Where's Bob? dear Bob! 

5 Air. Your bleſſing, Sir. A C T . II. 

every 0/4 Mir. My blefting! Damn ye, ye young rogue; SCENE, O Mirabel's Hovſe. 
ck, 4 wy did not you come to ſee your father firit, firrah ? Enter Oriana and Biſarre. 
ind, 2 iy dear boy, Iam heartily glad to (ee thee; my dear Biſ. ND you love this young rake, d'ye? 
om'd; Cid, faith---Capt. Duretete, by the blood of che Ori. Ves. : „ 
uct of *irabels, I'm your's. Well, my lads, ye look brave-| Bi/. In ſpight of all his ill uſage. 
\ cheit i» ti.th---Bob, haſt got any money left? 0. ] can't help it. 

bir, Not a farthing, Sir. | | - Bif. What's the matter wi'ye ? 

ie En- (la Mir. Why, then I won't gi* thee a ſouſe. 0%. Plhaw! , 
| ir. I did but jeſt, here's ten piſtoles. E. Um !---before that any young, lying, ſwears 


ellent, Ai. Why, then, bcre's ten more; J love to ing, flattesing, rake-hclly fellow, ſhould play ſuck 
R i ; 
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tricks with me, I wou'd wear my teeth to the 
flumps with lime and chalk.----O, the devil take 
al! your Caſſandras and Cleopatras for me.---Pr'y- 
thee mind your airs, modes, and faſhions; your 
ſtays, gowns, and furbelows. Hark'e, my dear, 
have you got home your furbelow'd ſmocks yet? 
Ori. Priythee be quiet, Biſarre; you know I can 
” as mad as you when this Mirabel is out of my 
cad. 

Biſ. Pſhaw | wou'd he were out, or in, or fond 
way to make you eaſy.---I warrant now, you'll 
ploy the fool when he comes, and ſay you love 
him; eh! 

Ori. Moſt certainly---I can't diſſemble, Biſarre: 
Beſides, tis paſt that; we're contratted. 

Niſ. Contracted! alack-a-day, poor thing. What, 
yon have chang'd rings, or broken an old broad- 
piece between you! Hark'e, child, han't you broke 
ſomething elſe between ye? 
Ori. No, no, I can aſſure you. | 

Biſ. Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilſt I kept 
that in my power, I would make a fool of any 
fellow in France. Well, I muſt confeſs, I do love 
a little eoquetting with all my heart! My buſineſs 
ſhould be to break gold with my lover one hour, 
and crack my promiſe the next : he ſhou'd find me 
one day with a prayer-book in my hand, and with 
a play-book another. He ſhould have my conſent 
to buy the wedding-ring, and the next moment 
wou'd I laugh in his face, 

Ori. O, my dear, were there no greater tye up- 


en my heart, than there is upon my conſcience, i 


wou'd ſoon throw the contract out o doors, But 
here's the old gentleman. 
Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Where's my wenches; where's my two 
Jirrle girls? Eh! have + care, loole to yourſelves, 
faith, they're a coming; tbe traveller; are a com- 
ing. Well! which of you two will be my daugh- 
tcr-in-law now? Biſarre, Biſarre, what ſay you, 
mad-cap? Mirabel is à pure wild fellow. | 

27 L like him the worſe, 
li Mir. You lye, huſſey, you like him the bet- 
ter, indeed you do: What ſay you, my t'other lit- 
tle filbert? eh! 

Ori. I ſuppoſe the gentleman will chuſe for him- 
ſelf, Sir. | 

Old Mir. Why, that's diſcreetly ſaid; and ſo he 
ſhall. . 

Enter Mirabel and Duretete ; they ſalute the Ladies. 

Old Mir. Hark'e; you ſhall marry one of theſe 
girls, firrah. 

Mir. Sir, I'll marry 'em both, if you pleaſe. 

Biſ. [Afide.] He'l} find that one may ferve his 
turn. 8 

Old Mir. Both! Why, vou young dog, d'ye ban- 
ter meꝰ Come, Sir, take your choice. -Dutetete, 
you fhall have your choice too; but Robin ſhall 
chuſe firſt. Come, Sir, begin. 

Mir. Well, I an't the firſt ſon that has made his 
father's dweiling a bawdy-houſe---Let me lee. 

Old Mir. Well ! which d'ye like? 

Aﬀir. Both. 

O14 Mir. But which will you marry? 

Mir. Neither. 

0/4 Mir. Neither! Don't make me angry 
new, Bob; pray don't mike me angry----Look'e, 
farrah, if J don't dance at your wedding to-morrow, 
I ſhall be very giad to cry at your grave. 

Ii. That's a bull, iather. x | 

Cd Mir. A bull! Why, how now, vneratefu) 
Vir, did 1 make the: a men, that Nou fo uldſt 
make me bealt ? 


Mir. Your pardon, Sir. I only meant your eu- 
preſſion, 

Old Mir. Hark'e, Bob, learn better manners te 
your father, before ſtrangers: I won't be angry this 
time----But oons, if ever you do't again, you rf. 
cal ! remember what I ſay. Nu. 

Mir. Pſhaw, what does the old fellow mean by 
mewing me up here with a couple of green girls ? 
Come, Duretete, will you go ? 

Ori. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, you han't forgot 

Mir. No, no, Madam, I han't forgot, I have 
brought you a thouſand little Italian curioſities ; 
PII affure you, Madam, as far as a hundred piſtoles 
would reach; I han't forgot the leaſt circumſtance, 

Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. 8 5 

Mir. Odſo, the relicks, Madam, from Rome. [ 
do remember, now, you made a vow of chaſtity be- 
fore my departure; a vow of chaſtity, or ſomething 
like it; was it not, Madam? 

Ori. O, Sir, I'm anſwer'd at preſent. Exit. 

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with 
her contraRt---Would I might diſpatch t'other. 

Dur. Mitabel----that lady there, obſerve her; 
ſhe's wond'rous pretty, faith, and ſeems to have but 
few words; I like her mainly: ſpeak to her, man, 
pr'vthee ſneak to her. 

Mir. Madam, here's a gentleman, who declares--- 
| Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare no- 
thing--- What the devil do you mean, man? 

Mir. He ſays, Madam, that you are as beautiful 
as an angel, 


ſuch thing: Are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I ſhail 
drop down with ſhame. 5 

Mir. And ſo, Madam, not doubting but your 
ladyſhip may like him as well as he does you, I 
think 1t proper to leave you together. 

- Going, Duretete bolds bim. 

Dur. Hold; hold !--- Why, Mirabel, friend, ſure 
you won't be ſo barbarous as to leave me alone. 
Pr'ythee ſpeak to her for yourſelf, as it were. 
Lord, lord, that a Frenchman ſhould want impu- 
dence ! | 

Mir. You look mighty demure, Madam---She's 
deaf, captain. 

Dur. I had much rather have her dumb. 

Mir. The gravity of your air, Madam, promiſes 
ſome extraordinary fruits from your ſtudy, which 
moves us with curioſity to enquire the ſubject of 
your ladythip's contemplation. Not a word! 

Dur. 1 hope, in the Lord, ſhe's ſpeechleſs; if 
the be, ſhe's mine this moment---- Mirabel, d'ye 
think a woman's filence can be natural ? 

Biſ. But the forms that logicians introduce, and 
which proceed from fimple enumeration, are du- 
bitable, and procecd only upon admittance--- 

Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a plague have we here? 
Plato in petticoats. 

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, man; ſhe talks in 
my own mother tongue. 

Bi. 'Tis expoſed to invalidity from a contradie- 
tory inſtance, looks only upon common operanons, 
and is infinite in its termination, 
| Mir. Rare pedantry. 

Dar. Axioms! axioms' ſelf-evident principles. 

Biſ. Then the ideas wherewith the mind is pte- 
„ecupate 0, gentlemen, 1 Hope you'll pardon my 
coęitation; JI was Involv's in a profound point 
philoſophy; but 1 faall difcuſs it ſomewhere ele, 
being ſatisiz'd chat the tohject is not agreeable to 
your ſparks that profeſs the vanity of the time 

| EA. 
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Dur. He tells a damn'd lye, Madam; 1 fay no 
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puretete ? Doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of auſte- 
rit 

1 She is mine, man; ſhe's mine: My own 
talent to a T. I'll match her in dialects, faith. 
| was ſeven years at the Univerſity, man, nurs d 
up with Barbara, Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralip- 
ton. Did you ever know, man, that twas meta- 
phyſics made me an aſs? It was, faith. Had the 
wik'd a word of ſinging, dancing, plays, faſhions, 
er the like, I had founder'd at the firſt ep; but 
4s he is--- Mirabel, wiſh me joy. 

Mir. You don't mean marriage, I bope, 

Dur. No, no, I am a man of more honour. 
Mie. Bravely reſolv'd, captain; now for thy cre- 
dit: warm me this frozen ſnow-ball, "twill be a 
conqueſt above the Alps. 

Dur. But will you promiſe to be always near 
me ? 

Mir. Upon all occaſions; never fear, 

Dur. Why, then, you ſhall ſee me in two mo- 
ments make an induction from my love to her 
band, from her hand to he: mouth, from her mouth 
10 ber heart, and ſo conclude in her bed, catego- 
rematice. Exit. 

Mir. Now the game begins, and my fool is en- 
kr'd--- -But here comes one to ſpoil my ſport ; 
now ſhall I be teiz'd to death with this old-taſhion'd 
contract. I ſhou'd love her too, if 1 might do it my 
„n way, but ſhe'll do nothing without witneſſes, 
torſvoth, I wonder women can be ſo immodeſt, 


Enter Oriana. 


Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me? 
ri. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me? 


Mir. Tis my humour, Madam, and I'm naturally 


ſway'd by inclination. 

ori. Have you forgot our contraCt, Sir? 

Mir. All I remember of that contract is, that it 
was made ſome three years ago, aad that's enough 
in conſcience to forget the reſt on't. 

Ori, "Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recollect the paſſing 
of it; for in that circumſtance, I preſume, lies the 
force of the obligation. 


Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon | 


the will, are no tie upon the conſcience ;. I was a 
ſave to my paſſion when I paſs'd the inftrument, 
tut the recovery of my freedom makes the contract 
void, 

Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe expreſſions I ex- 
pected from the ruillery of your humour, but I hope 
tor very different ſentiments from your honour and 

teneroſity. 

Mir, Look'e, Madam, as for my generoſity, tis 
at your ſervice, with all my heart: I'll keep you 
1 coach and fix horſes, if you pleafe, only permit me 
t» keep my honour to myſelf; for I can aiſure you, 

Madam, that the thing called honour is a cireum- 
ftance abſolutely unneceſſary in a natural correſpon- 
tence between male and female ; ; and he's a mad- 
man that lays it out, conſidering Its ſcarcity, upon 
any ſuch trivial occaſions. There's honour requir'd 
ot us by our triends, and honcur due to our ene- 
mies, and they return it to us again; but I never 
heard of a man that left but an inch of his honour 


in a woman's keeping, that could ever get the leaſt 


acchunt ont 
Cri, Well, Sir, ev'n ail this I will allow to the 
gaiety of your temper; your travels have improv'd 
wur talent of talking, but they are not of force, I 
ime, to impair your morals. 
Mir. Morals! Why there *tis again now---l te! 
tee, child, there is-not the leaſt occaũon for morals 
a = bulineſs between you and l- Don't you | 
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know, that of all commerce in the world there is 
no ſuch cozenage and deceit as in the traffic between 
man and woman; we ſtudy all our lives long how 
to put tricks upon one another------No fowler lays 
abroad more nets for his game, nor a hunter for 
his prey, than you do to catch poor innocent men- 
What d'ye figh' for? What d'ye weep for? What 
d'ye pray for? Why, for a huſband: that is, you 
implore Providence to affiſt you in the juſt and 
pious defign of making the wiſeſt of his creatures a 
tool; and the head of the creation a ſlave. 
Ori. Sir, I am proud of my power, and am re- 
ſolv'd to ule it, 
Mir. Hold, hold, Madam, not fo fat-.-As you 
have variety of vanities to make coxcormbs of u 
ſo we haye vows, oaths, and proteſtations of of 
ſorts and fizes to make fools of you. And this, ia 
ſhort, my dear creature, is our preſent condition. 1 
have ſworn and ly d briſkly to gain my end of you; 
your ladyſhip has patch'd and painted violently, to 
gain your ends of me---But, fince we are both 
diſappointed, let us make a drawn bat:le, and part 
clear on both ſides. 
Ori. With all my heart, Sir; give me up my 
contract, and I'll never ſee your face again. 

Mir. Indeed I won't, child. 

Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor t other? 

Mir. No; you ſhall die a maid, unleſs you Nha 
to be otherwiſe upon my terms. 

O5. What do you intend by this, Sir? 
| Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into compliance; look'e, 
you ſhall never marry any man; and you had as 
good let me do you a Kindneſs as a ſtranger. 

Ori. Sir, you're a 


Mir. What am I, miſtreſs? ww 
Ori. A villain, Sir! | | 
Mir. I'm glad on t----- T never knew an honeſt 


fellow in my life, but was a villain upen theſe oc- 
caſians. Ha'n't you drawn Yourkel, now, in- 
to a very pretty dilemma? Ha, ha, ha! the poor 
lady has made a vew of virginity, when ſhe thought 
of making x vow for the contrary. Was ever poor 
woman fo cheated into chaſtity! 

Ori. Sir, my fortune is equal to yours, my friends 
as powerful, and both ſhall be put to the ceft, ta 
do me juſtice. y 

Mir. What! you'll force me to marry you, 
will ye? 
' Ori; Sir, the law ſhall, 

Mir. But the law can't force me to do any thing 
elſe, can it? 

Ori. Pſhaw! I deſpiſe thee---monſter, 

Mir. Kiſs and be friends, then----- Delis ans 
child, and you thall have your ſugar-plumb------ 
Come, Madam, d'ye think I could be fo unreaſon- 
able as to make you fat all your Iife long? No, I 
4id but jeſt ; you ſhall have your liberty; here, 
take your contract, and give me mine, 

Ori. No, 1 won't. | 

Mir. Eh! What, is the girl a fool? 

Ori. No, Sir, vou ſhall find me cunning enough 
to do myſelf juſtice z and fince I muſt not eye 
upon your love, I'll be reveng'd, and force you to 
marry me out of ſpight. 

Mir. Then I'll beat thee out of ſpight; and 
| make a moit confounded huſband. : 

Ori. O, Sir, 1 ſhall match ye: 
makes a good wife at any time. 

Mir. III rattle down your china about your ears. 

Ori. And I'll rattle about the city to run you in 
Abr for more. 


Mir. Your face-mending toilet ſhall fly out of 
the window. 


a go huſband 


\ * 


Ori. And 
after it. | 

Mir. I'll tear the furbelow off your clothes; and 
When you ſwoon for vexation, you ſha'n't have a 
penny to buy a bottle of hartſhorn. 

S Ori. And you, Sir, ſhall have hartſhorn in abun- 
ance. 1 

_ T'll keep as many miſtfeſſes as I have coach- 

rſes. | \ 
Ori. And I'll keep as many gallants as you have 
grooms. 

Mir. Til tie with your woman before your face. 

Ori, Have a care of your valet behind your back. 
Mir. But, ſweet Madam, there is ſuch a thing 
as a divorce, 20 

Ori, But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing as ali- 
me y, ſo divorce on, and ſpare not. [ Exit. 

- Mir. Ay, that ſeperate maintenance is the de- 
vii there's their refuge -- o' my conſcience, 
one would take cuckoldom for a meritorious action, 
becauſe the women are ſo handſomely rewarted for't. 

: : „ 
SCENEcbanges te a large Parlour in the Houſe. 
b Exter Fereckte and Petit. . 4 
Dur. And ſtie's mighty peeviſh you ſay ? 

Pet. O, Sir, the has à tongue as long as my leg; 
and talks ſo crabbedly, you would think ſhe always 
fpoke Welſh. | | 

Dur. That's on odd language, methinks, for 
her philoſophy. 

Pet. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a day 
without ſpeaking a word, and talk oracles all the 
while by the wrinkles of her forehead, and the mo- 

tions of her eye-brows, 

Dur. Nay, Iſhall match her in philoſophical ogles, 
faith; that's my talent: I can talk beſt, you muſt 
know, when I ſay nothing. 

Pet. But d'ye ever laugh, Sir? | 
Dur. Laugh? Won't ſhe endure laughing? 

Pet. Why ſhe's a critic, Sir; the hates a jeſt, for 
fear it ſhould pleaſe her: and nothing keeps her in 
humour but what gives her the ſpleen. ' And then 
for logic, and all that, you know 

Dur. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been prac- 
tiling hard words, and nonſenſe, this hour, to en- 
tertain her. : 

Pet. Then place yourſelf behind this ſcreen, 
that you may have a view of her. behaviour before 
you begin. i 

Dur. 
my leſſon. | 

Pez. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fly. 

{Exit Pet. and Dur. andi peeping bebind the curtain. 
Enter Biſarte and maid. 

Biſ. (With a book.) Pſhaw, hang books, they 
ſour our temper, ſpoil our eyes, and ruin our com- 

plexions. : 7 brows away the book. 

Dur. Eh! the devil ſuch a word is there in all 
Ariſtotle. a 

Biſ. Come wench, let's be free, call in the fid- 
dle, there's no body near us. 

88 Enter Fidler. 

Dur. Wou'd to the lord there was not. 

Biſ. Here, friend, a minuet !----quicker time 
ha---wou'd we had a man or two. 

Dur. [Stealing away. ] You ſhall have the devil 
ſooner, my dear dancing philoſopher, 

Biſ. Uds my lite Here's one. 

fr; to Dur. and hauls Bim back. 

Dur. Is all my learn'd preparation come to this? 


your face-mendinz perriwig ſhall fly 
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I long to engage her, leſt I ſhould forget 


well, Sir; you're finely ſham'd for't=—_ Come 
come, Sir; quick, quick, you miſs the time elle. 

Dar. But, Madam, I come to talk with yod. 

Biſ. Ay, ay, talk as you dance; talk as you 
dance, come. 

Dur. But we were talking of dialectics. 

Biſ. Hang diale&ics---Mind the time---Quicker, 
firr * $ the fidler, Come - --and how dye find 
yourſelf now, Sir ? 

Dur. In a fine breathing ſweat, doctor. 

Biſ. All the better, patient, all the better; 
Come, Sir, ſing now, ſing, I know you fing well; 1 
ſee you have a ſinging face; a heavy dull ſonato face. 
Dur. Who, I ing ? 

Biſ. O you're modeſt, Sir---but come, fit down, 
cloſer, cloſer. Here, a bottle of wine------Come, 
Sir ; fa, la, lay; fing, Sir. 

Dur. But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 

Biſ. O, Sir, you ſhall drink firſt, Come, fill 


me a bumper----here, Sir, bleſs the king. 


Dur. Wou'd I were out of his dominions---..by 
this light, ſhe'll make me drunk too. 

Biſ. O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do 
fill it higher. 
health under you leg ? 

Dur. Rare philoſophy that, faith. 

Biſ. Come, off with it to the bottom. 
Now, how dy'e like me, Sir ? 

Dar. O mighty well, Madam. 

Biſ. You ſee how a woman's fancy varies, ſome- 
times ſplenetic and heavy, then gay and frolickſome. 
And how d'ye like the humour? 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer 
you, for I am heartily tir'd. | 

75 Fye upon't; a young man, and tir'd ! up 
for ſhame, and walk about, action becomes us 
a little faſter, Sir,----- What d'ye ye think now of 
my Lady La Pale, and Lady Coquet, the Duke's 
fair daughter? Ha! Are they not briſk laſſes? 
Then there is black Mrs, Bellair, and brown Mrz. 
Bellface. 

Dar. They are all ſtrangers to me, Madam. 

Biſ. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not 
always deſpicable————O lard, Sir, if young 
Mrs. Bagatell had kept herſelf ſingle till this 
time o'day, what a beauty there had been ! And 
then, you know, the charming Mrs. Monkeylove, 
the fair gem of St. Germains. | 
Dur. Upon my ſoul, I don't. 

Biſ. And then you muſt have heard of the Engliſ 
beau, Splenamore, how unlike a gentleman----- 

Dur. Hey----not a ſyllable on't, as 1 hope to be 
ſaved, Madam. - 

Biſ. No! Why then play me a jig. Come, Sit. 

Dur. By this light I cannot; faith, Madan, I 
have ſprain'd my leg. | og: 

Biſ. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me 
what's your buſineſs with me? What'. your erranc? 
Quick, quick, diſpatch----Odſo, may be you a 
ſome gentleman's ſervant, that has brought me 
letter, or a haunch of veniſon. 

Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a carrier 

Biſ. O! cry you mercy, I ſaw you juſt now; | 
miſtook you, upon my word : you are one of th? 
travelling gentlemen----and pray, Sir, how do all 
our impudent friends in Italy ? 

Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with ! 
more ſerious intention than your entertaiment h 
anſwered, 

Biſ. Sir, your intention of waiting on me wi 


e right 
Now, Sir, can Tad a 


Bil, Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my 
good boy----you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch 
a one Come, ſtrike up----I know you dance 


the greateſt affront imaginable, howe'er your et- 
pꝛeſſions may turn it to a compliment: your vill 
Six, was intended as a prologue to a very ſcun 
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of which Mr. Mirabel and you fo handfomely 
Marry ! No, no, I'm a man 
Where's your honour ? Where's 


play, 


laid the plot. 
of more honour. 
your courage now ? Ads my life, Sir, 1 have a 


great mind to kick you. Go, go to your 
fellow-rake now, rail at my ſex and get drunk for 
vexation, and write a lampoon But I muff 
have you to know, Sir, that my reputation is 
abovo the ſcandal of a libel, my virtue is ſufficient- 
ly approv'd to thoſe whoſe opinion is my intereſt : 
ind for the reſt, let them talk what they will ; for 
when I pleaſe, Th be what I pleaſe, in ſpigkt of 
you and all mankind ; and fo, my dear man of 
honour, if you be tir'd, con over this leſſon, and 
{: there till I come to you. [Runs off. 

Dur. Tum ti tum. [Sings.] Ha, ha, ha! 
Ads my life, I have a great mind to kick you !---- 
Oons and confuſion ! I Starts up.] Was ever man 
ſo abus d ?- Ay, Mirabel ſer me on. 

Enter Petit. 

Pet. Well, Sir, how d'ye find yourſelf ? 

Dur. You ſon of a nine-ey'd whore, d'ye come 
to abuſe me? Ill kick you, with a vengeanee, 
you dogs [Petit runs off, and Dur. after bim. 
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S CEN E continuete 
Od Mirabel and the Youngs 


014 Mir. OB! come hither, Bob. 
Mir. Your pleaſure, Sir, 

C Mir. Are you not u great rogue, firrah ? 

Mir. That's a little out of my comprehenſion, 
dir, for I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my father. 

0/4 Mir. Y our father is your very humble ſlave— 
| tell thee what, child, thou art a very pretty fel- 
low, and I love thee heartily; and a very great 


or, The Way to Win Him. 


rhein, and I hate thee mortally, 

Mir, Villain, Sir ! then I muſt be a very impu- 
dent one, for 1 can't recollect any paſſage of my 
like that I'm aſham'd of. 

0/4 Mir. Come hither, my dear friend; do'ſt fee 
this picture ? [ Shews bim a lietle picture. 

Mir. Oriana's > Pſhaw 

01/4 Mir. What, Sir, won't you look-upon't---- 


Bob, dear Bob, pr'ythee come hither now Do'ſt 
want any money, child ? 
. No, Sir. 

a 1M; i'r, Why, then, here's Hove for thee; come 
dere no —How can't thou be fo hard-hearted, 
n unnatural, unmannerly raſcal, (don't miſtake 
=, child, I a'nt angry) as to abuſe this tender, 
„ good-natur'd dear rogue ? Why, the 


— 


| 
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and Cond for thee ; 3 the poor little heart of it is 
"xe to burſt Come, my dear boy, be good- 
like your own father, be now and then 
ie an read this——the effigies of the lovely 
Onana, with ten thouſand pounds to her portion 
ten thouſand pounds, you dog; ten thouſand pounds, 
rogue; how dare you refufe a lady with ten 
touſind pounds, you impudent rafcal. 
Vir, _ you hear me ſpeak, Sir? 

. Hear you ſpeak, Sir! If you had ten 
tar py 8 you co not out-(alle ten 
fand 32 Sir. 

de Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me, I'Il be 
ne, ir ! I'll take poſt for Italy this moment, | 
ir. Ah! the fellow knows I won't part with | 
Well, Sir, what have vou to lay ? 71 


Mir. The univerſal reception, Si r, that marriage 
has had in the world, is enough to fix it for a public 
good, and to draw every body into the common 
cauſe ;” but there are ſome conſtitutions, like ſome 
inftrurgents, ſo peculiarly fingular, that they make 
tolerable muſic by themſelves, but never do well in 
a coneert. 

Old Mir. Why this is reaſon, I muft confeſs, but 
yet it is nonſenſe too; for though you ſhou 4 reaſon 
like an angel, if you argue yore. out of a good 
eſtate, you talk like a fool. 

Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into bondage 
with the riches of Crœſus, you leave me but a begs 
gar for want of my liberty. 

Old Mir. Was ever fuch a perverſe fool heard ? > 
'Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you education'! was 
it to diſpute me out of my ſenſes ? Of what colour 
now is the head of this cane? You'll ſay, tis white, 
and ten to one make me believe it too- I thought 
that young fellows ſtudied to get money. 

Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy'd to delpiſe it; my 
reading was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 

Old Mir. There he has me again now, But, Sir, 
did not I marry to oblige you ? 

Mir. To oblige me, Sir! In what reſpect, pray? 

0/d Mir. Why, to bring you into the world, Sir; 
wasn't that an obligation ? 

Mir. And becauſe I wou'd have it ſtill an obli- 
gation, I avoid marriage, 

Old Min How is that, Sir? | 

Mir. Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the hour I was 
born. 

Old Mir. Look'e, friend, you may perſuade me 
out of my defigns, but I'll command you out of 
yours; and though you may convince my reaſon 
that you are in the right, yet there is an old at- 
tendant of fixty-three, call'd poſitiveneſs, which 
you nor all the wits in Italy all ever be able to 
hake: ſo, Sir, you're a wit, and I'm a father 
you may talk, but I'll be obey'd. 

Mir. This it is to have the ſon a finer gentleman 
than the father; they firſt give us breeding that 
they don't anderftand, then they turn us out of 
doors cauſe we are wiſer than themfelves. But 
I'm a little aforchand with the old gentleman# 
[ Afde.)] Sir, you have been pleaſed to ſettle a 
thouſand pounds ſterling a year upon me; in re- 
turn of which, I have a very great honour for you 
and your family, and ſhall take care that your only 
and beloved fon ſhatl do nothing to make him hate 
his father, or to hang himſelf. So, dear Sir, I'm 
your very humble ſervants [ Runs off 

0/4 Mir. Here, firrah, rogue, Bob, villain ! 

Enter Dugard. 
Dus. Ah, Sir, tis but what he deſerves. 
O Mir. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: 


| what have you to ſay againft my boy, Sir ? 


Dag. I ſhall only repeat your own words, 
1d Mir. What have you to do with my words 

I have ſwalleaw'd my words already; ; I have eaten 
them up, and how can you come at em, Sir? 

Dag. Very eafily, Sir: "Tis but mentioning your 
injur'd ward, and you will throw them ap agaia 
immediately. ü 

Old Mir. Sir, your ſiſter was a fooliſh young flirt, 
to truſt any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly 
rague, like him. 

Dug. Cry you merey, old gentleman, I thought 


we ſhou'd have the words again. 

Old Mir. And what then! Tis the way with 
young fellows to flight an old gentleman's words, 
you never mind 'em when you ought. fay, that 
Bub's an honeſt fellow, and who dares deny it ? 

1 
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| Enter Biſarre. \ Mir. [ Afide.] A light, whimſical, impertinent with 
- Bi. That dare I, Sir 1 lays that your ſon madcap. 
is a wild, foppiſh, whimſical, impertinent cox-{ Fi. Whom do you mean, Sir? 
comb; and were 1 abus'd as this gentleman's ſiſter 4. Whom do you mean, Madam? M 
is, I wou'd make it an Italian quarrel, and poiſon Biſ. A fellow that has nothing left to re- eſtabli ſu 
e whole family. him for a human creature, but a prudent reſolution B. 
bet, Come, Sir, 'tis no time for trifling, my | to hang himſelf, M1 
er is abus'd; you are made ſenſible of the affront, Mir. There is a way, Madam, to force me to regns 
and your honour is concern'd to ſee her redreſs'd. | that reſolution. ' Jp 
Old Mir. Look'e, Mr. Dugard, good words g Bif. I'll do't with all my heart. 
fartheſt, I will do your ſiſter juſtice, but it muſt ir, Then you muſt marry me. Bi 
be after my own rate: nobody muſt abuſe my ſon | Biſ. Look'e, Sir, don't think your ill manners make 
hut myſelf, For although Robin be a ſad dog, yet to me ſhall excuſe your ill uſage to my friend; nor the t 
he's nobody's puppy but my own. | by fixing a quarrel here, to divert my zeal for the pudei 
Biſ. Ay, that's my ſweet-natur'd, kind old gen- ubſent; for I'm reſolv'd, nay, I come prepar'd to cry o 
them an [ Ii becdling him. we will be good then, | make you a panegyric, th at ſhall mortify your pride 1. 
it you'll join with us in the plot. like any modern dedication. write 
Od Mir. Ah, you coaxing young baggage, what Air. And I, Madam, like a true modern patron, part: 
plot Can 1 have to w heedle a fellow of ſixty- three? ſhall hardly give you thanks for your trouble. your i 
Biſ. A plot that ſixty-three is only good for; to Biſ. Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little foun. wit! 
bring other people together, Sir; a Spaniſh, plot, | dation you have for your dear ſufficiency, I'll. take an« t 
and you muſt act the Spaniard, "cauſe your ſon will | you to pieces. in th 
Icaft fuſpe&t you; and if he ſhou'd, your authority} Mir. And. what piece will you chufe ? her 
protects you from a quarrel, to which Oriana is un- Biſ. Vour heart, to be ſure; cauſe I ſhould get a 
* to expoſe her brother. preſently rid on't; your courage I wou'd give to 2 
O. Mir. And what pare will you act in the Hector, your wit to a lewd play-maker, your honour ] 
bubncſs, Madam ? to an attorney, your body to the phyſicians, and 
Biſ. Myfelf, Sir; my bien is grown a perfect your ſoul to its maſter. ( 
changeling; theſe toolith hearts of ours ſpoil our | Mir. I had the oddeft dream laſt night of the f 
heads preſently; the tellows no ſooner turn knaves, | Ducheſs of Burgundy ; methought the furbelows . By 
but we turn fools: but I am ſtill myſelf, and he | of her gown were pinn 'd up fo high behind, that! igree 
may expect the moſt ſevere uſage from me, cauſe | cou'd not fee her head for her tail, Ucian 
I neither love him, nor hate him. LExit.\ Biſ. The creature don't mind me! do you think, 
Oid Mir. Well ſaid, Mrs. Paradox; but, Sir, Sir, that your humourous impertinence can divert 
who mutt open the matter to him? me ? No, Sir, I'm above any pleaſure that you can 
D:g. Petit, Sir, who is our enginter- general. | give, but that of ſeeing you miſerable, And mark Frier 


And here he comes. 
Enter Petit. 
Pet. O Sir, more diſcoveries! Are all friends 


me, Sir, my friend, my injur'd friend, ſhall yet Per 
be doubly happy, and you ſhall be a huſband as where 
much as the rites of marriage, and the breach of 


about us ? em can make you, Mi. 
Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely, [ Here Mirabel pulls out a Virgil, and reads 10 Pet 
Pet. Yon muit know, Sir ;———od's my life, bim ſelf <ohile foe ſpeak: has fol 

I'm out of breath; you mult know, Sir you Mir, | Re ading. 14. Reging delos, (quis fallere hare j 

muſt know pelfit amantem ? Ty chop i 

0 Dir. What the devil muſt we know, Sir? Diſſimulare etiam ſperijti, perfide tantum ¶ Very Mi: 
Pet. That I have Pants and N brib'd, true. ]. le orie 

Sir, brib'd- your ſon's ſecietary of ſtate Poſſe nefas. ' wu m 
01d Mir. Secretary of ſtate ! who's that, for By your favour, friend Virgil, *twas but a raſcally Fei. 

Heav'n's ſake ? trick of your hero, to forſake poor pug ſo inhu- is goin 
Pet. His valet · de- chambre, Sir. You muſt know, manly. Ai. 

Sir, that the intrigue lay folded up with his maſter's Pi. 1 don't know what to ſay to him. The Per. 

clothes, and when he went to duſt the embroider'd| devil----what's Virgil to us, Sir ? | Mir 

ſuit, the ſecret flew out of the right-pocket of his Mi. Very much, Madam, the moſt appropos in Per. 
coat, in a whole ſwarm of your crambo ſongs, ſhort-] the world----tor, what ſhou'd 1 chop upon, but the do you 
footed odes, and long-legy'd pindarics. very place where the perzjar'd rogue of a lover and my fas 
Otd Fir. Impoſſible! | the forſaken lady are battiing it tooth and nail. Mr 
Pet. Ah, Sir, he has tov'd her all along; there] Come, Madam, ſpend your ſpirits no longer, we'll . 
was Oriana in every line, but he hates marriage. take an eafier method: Il be AEneas now, and Per. 
Now, Sir, this plot will nir up his jealouſy, and] vou ſhall be Dido, and we'll rail by book, Now you, 5 
we Mall know, by the ſtrength of that, how to pro-] for you, Madam Dido. need; 
ceed farther. Nec te neſter amor, nec te data de vtera quondax, 4 Mir 
Come, Sir, let's about it with ſpeed, Nec maritura tenet crudeli funere Did of ſpig 
"Tis expedition gives our king the ſway; Ah, poor Dido! [ Looking at ber. wil! m 
For expedition to the French give way; | Biſ. Rudencls, affronts, impatience ! * I coud b mat 
Swift to attack, or 1w1;tt---to run aw ay. | Exeurr.j almort tart out even to manhnod, and want but 2 Pet 
Ewe Mirabel and Biſure, paſſing care, u by one) weapon as long as his to fight him upon the ſpet · Air. 
ant her- What ſhall I y train a1 

Bi. [ Ajide.} 1 wonder what the can ine in this Mir. Now the rants. a fron 
fellow, to like him ? | L meat guibus anteferam : jam jam rec Maxima Jure. $943 
Air. Aide. wonder what my friend can fre | MIT A man No, the woman's birth was ip. Cn'tan 

V — 


in- this girl, to admire hen; 
Biſ. [ÆMde | 
_ rake-hell. 


rited aways. 
Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very words. 
1 bj. And tome pernicious eli left in the d 


A wil, foppih, extravagant 
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with human ſhape to palllate growing miſchief. Pet. A Spaniſh count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard 
[ Both ſprak together, and raiſe their voices knew abroad, is come to Paris, ſaw your miſtrefs 
by degrees. | yeſterday, marries her to-day, and whips her into 


Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te cautibus horrens | Spain to-morrow. | f : 
Caucaſus, Hyrcanaque admorunt Ubera Tigres. Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt I follow my cuckold 
Biſ. Go, Sir, fly to your midnight revels. | over the Pyrenees? Had the marry'd within the 
Mir. (Excellent. ] 1 ſequere Italiam. wentis, pete precincts of a billet-doux, I would: be the man to 
regra per undat, lead her to church bur, as it happens, I'll forbid 
gero equidem mediis, fi quid pia Numina paſſunt. the banns. Where is this mighty Don? ; 
[ Together again. Pet. Have a care, Sir, he's a rough, croſs-graine& 
Biſ. Converſe with imps of darkneſs of your piece, and there's no tampering with him; wou'd 
make; your nature ſtarts at juſtice, and ſhivers at | you apply to Mr. Dugard, or the lady herſelf, ſome- 
the touch of virtuc. Now the devil take his im- thing might be done, for it is deſpight to you, that 
pudence, he vexes me ſo, I don't know whether to | the buſineſs is carried ſo haſtily, Odſo, Sir, hers 
cry or laugh at him. he comes ! 1 muſt be gone.. . [ Fxit. 
Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libyan; I'll | Enter Old Mirabel, dreſſed in a Spaniſh Habit, leads 
write the tragedy of Dido, and you ſhall act the ing Oriana, 
part: but you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret | Ori, Good, my as 
youricif into a fic; for here the poor lady is ſtifled | ſuited your lordſhip's. merit. My perſon, rank, and 
with vapours, drops into the arms of her maids z | circumſtance, expoſe me as the public theme of 
int the eruel, barbarous, deceitful wanderer, is | rallery, and ſubject ms ſo to injurious uſage, my 


in the very next line call'd Pius /Encas.- lord, that I can lay no claim to any part of your re- 
here's authority for ye. | | gard, except your pity. 
Sorry, indeed, /Eneas ſtood Old Mir. Breathes he vital air, that dares preſume 
To fee her in a pout; With rude behaviour to profane ſuch excellence ? 
But Jove himſelf, who ne'er thought good . | Shew me the man a 
To ſtay a ſecond bout, And you ſhall fee how my ſudden revenge 
Commands him off with all his crew, Shall fall upon the head of ſuch preſumption, 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. { Runs eff. Is this thing one? [ Strutting up te Mirabel. 


Bi. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, | Mir. Sir? 


x27evable fellow. O' my conſcience I muſt excuſe } Ori. Good my lord. 


Oſiana. Old Mir. If he, or any he! 
That lover ſoon his angry fair diſarms, Ori. Pray, my lord, the gentleman's a firanger. 
Whole lighting pleaſes, and whoſe faults are C Mir. O your pardon, Sir, —— but if you had 

charms. [ Exic. | ----remember, Sir------ the lady now is mine, her 


F»'cr Petit; runs abaut to every door, and knocks, injuries are mine; therefore, Sir, you underſtand 
Pet. Mr. Mirabel! Sir, where are you? no, me Come, Madam. 

where to be found ? [ Leads Oriana to the door, ſhe goes of; Mir, 

Epter Mirabel. runs to bis father, and pulls bim by the 

Mi. What's the matter, Petit? : Jeeves | | 
Per. Moſt critically met--Ah, Sir, that one who Mir. Ecoute, Monſieur le Count. 

has follow'd the game fo long, and brought the poor Cid Mir. Your buſineſs, Sir? 

hare juſt under his paws, ſhould let a mungrel cur Mir. Boh! 

chop in, and run away with the puſs, | Old Mir. Boh! What language is that, Sir? 
Mir. If vour worſhip can get out of your al- Mir. Spaniſh, my lord. 

lezories, be pleas'd to tell me in three words what | Old Mir. What d'ye mean? 


—— — — 
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vou mean. ; Mir. This, Sir. [Trips up his heels, 
Pet. Plain, plain, Sir. Your mireſs and mine Od Mir. A very conciſe quarrel, truly 
i going to be marry'd. { I'll bully him Trinidade Seigneur, give me 
Hir, I believe you lye, Sir. | fair play. * [Offering to riſe. 
Pet. Your humble ſervant, Sir. Ging. Mir. By all means, Sir, [ Taker away bis ſrvor d.] 


Mir, Come hither, Petit. Marry'd, ſay you ? | Now, Seigneur, where's that bombaſt look, and 
Par. No, Sir, tis no matter; 1 only thought to fuſtian face your countſhip wore juſt now? 


do you a ſervice, but I ſhall take care how I confer , [Strikes im. 
ty fivours for the future. Old Mir. The rogue quarrels well, very well, my 
Ml. Sir, I beg ten thouſand pardons. ' own ſon right !----But hold, firrah, no more jeſt» 


. { Bowwing low. ing ; I'm your father, Sir, your father. 
Per. *Tis enough, Sir 1 come to tell Mir. My father! Then, by this light, I could 
vou, Sir, that Oriana is this moment to be ſacri- | find in my heart to pay thee, [ Afide.] Is the fellow 
iced ; marry'd paſt redemption. | mad? Why ſure, Sir, 1 ha'n't frighted you out of 
Mir. 1 underitand her, the'll take a huſband out you ſenſes? 
of tpight to me; and then, out of love to me, ſhe; Old Mir. But you have, Sir. 
wil! make him 4 cuckold, But who is the hap- Mir. Then I'll beat them into you again. ; 
py man ? pd [ Offers to ſtrite ſ im. 
Pet. A lord, Sir. 01d Mir.. Why, rogue Bob, dear Bob, 
ſir. I'm her ladyſhip's moſt humble ſervant; à don't you know me, child? ' 
train and a title; hey! Room for my lady's coach, | Mir. Ha, ha, ha! the fellow's downright diſ- 
a front row in the box for her ladyſhip; lights, ' trated. Thou miracle of impudence wou'dſt 
s for her honour. Now muſt I be à thou make me believe that ſuch a grave gentleman 
tant attender at my lord's levee, to work my | as my father wou'd go a maſquerading thus? That 


t mv lady's couchec A counteſa, I pre- a perſon of threeſcore and three would run about in 
f , * i 
Cc 
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lame, 8 | 2 tool's coat to diſgrace himſelf and family ? Why, 
. | 


„a nobler choice had better 


| 
| 
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you imp udent villain, do you think I will ſuffer 
ſuch an affront to paſs upon my honour'd father, 
my worthy father, my dear father? Sdeath, Sir, 
mention my father but once again, and I'ti ſend; 
your ſoul to thy grandfather this minute ! 

Ofering to flab him. 

Old Mir. Well, well, I am 25 — of. wn 
Mir. Why, then, Sir, you are the ſaucy, hec- 
toring Spaniard, and I'll ute you accordingly. * 
Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs 
| to Mirabel, the reft to the Old Gentleman. N 
- Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel; murder your father! 

Mir. My father! What, is the whale family 
mad ? Give me way, Sir, I won't be held. 

Old Mir. No? nor I neither; let me be gone, 
ray. : Offering ts go. 
ly Mir. My father ! Ty Le og 

Old Mir. Ay, you dog's face! I am your father, 
for I have bore as much for thee, as your mother 
ever did. . | 

Mir. O ho! then this was a trick, it ſeems; a 
deſign, a contrivance, a ſtratagem----Oh! how my 
bones ach ! 

O!d Mir. Your bones, firrah ; why yours ? 

Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't 1 been beating my own 
fleſh and blood all this while? O, Madam, [7: 
Oriana.] I wiſh your ladyſhip joy of your new 
dignity. Here was a contrivance indeed, 

Pet. The contrivance was. well enough, Sir, for 
they impos'd upon us all. 

Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don 
Quixote battle for you bravely? My father will un- 
iwer for the force of my love. 

Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the misfortunes of 
your own creating. . 

Dug. My prudence will be counted cowardice, if 
I ſtand tamely now. | Comes up berween Mirabel and 
bis „i er.] Well, Sir. | 

Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of 
your tenants, Sir, that you put on your landlord 
face at me? | 


Dug. On what preſumption, Sir, dare you aſ- 
ſume thus ? Draxvs. 
Old Mir. What's that to.you, Sir? Draxvs. 


Per. Help! help! the lady faints. 
[ Oriana falls ines ber maids arms. 

Mir. Vapours! vapours ! the'il come to herſelf. 
If it be an angry fit, a dram of afla-fetida------ It 
zealouſy, hartſhorn in water---H-the mother, burnt 
feathers---If grief, ratifia---if it be ſtrait ſtays, or 
corus, there's nothing like a dram of plain brandy." 
Exit. 

Ori. O, my brother, would you preſerve 1 life, 
endanger nt vour own z would you defend my re— 
putation, leave it to itſelf; 'tis a dear vindication 
that's purchas'd by the ſward ; for tho' our cam- 
paign proves victorious, yet our honour is wounded, 
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thro* the body; you run her thro' the heart at the 
ſame time. | 
Old Mir. And me thro' the head----Rat your 
ſword, Sir, we'll have plots; come, Petit, lars 
hear. | 
Pet. What if the pretended to go into a nunnery, 
and ſo bring him about to declare himſelf ? 
Dug. That, I muſt confeſs, has a face. 
Old Mir. A face! a face like an angel, Sir; ad's 
my life, Sir, tis the moſt beautiful plot in Chrift. 
endom. We'll about it immediately. [Exeunt, 
n 
S C E NE, Old Mirabel's Hen ſe. 
Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 
Dug HE Lady Abbeſs is my relation, and 
privy to the plot, 
Old Mir. Ay, ay, this nunnery will bring him 
about, I warrant - ye. 


Enter Duretete, 


Dur. Here, where are you all!---O! Mr. Mi- 
rabel, you have done fine things for your poſterity. 
And you, Mr. Dugard, may come to anſwer this--- 
| come to demand my friend at your hands ; reſtore 
him, Sir, or- [To Old Mir. 

Old Mir. Reſtore him! What, d'ye think I have 
got him in my trunk or in my pocket? 

Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the cauſe on't. 

Old Mir. That may be; for I was as mad as he 
when I begot him. ; 

Dug. Mad, Sir, what d'ye mean? 

Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up 
your ſiſter to talk like a parrot thro' a cage? Or a 
decoy-duck, to draw others into a ſnare? Your ſon, 
Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken 
the world! and in three words, has 

0/4 Mir. Hang'd himſelf! 

Dur. The very ſame, turn'd friar. 

Old Mir. You lye, Sir, tis ten times worſe. Bob 
turn d friar ! Why ſhould the fellow ſhave his foo.ith 
crown, when the ſame razor may cut his throat ? 

Dur. If you have any command, or you any in- 
tereſt over him, loſe not a minute: He has thiown 
himſelf into the next monaſtery, and has order d 
me to pay off his ſervants, and diſcharge his equi- 

age. 
g 0% Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out; I'll ſa- 
crifice the abbot, if he receives him; I'll try whe- 
ther the ſpiritual or the natural father has the wot 
right to the child. But, dear captain, what bas 
he done with his eſtate ? ; 

Dur. Settled it upon the church, Sir. 

Old Mir. The church ! nay then the devil won't 


Old Mir. Ay, and vaur lover may be wounded, 
that's another thing. But I think you are pretty 
briſk again, my child. 


Orr. Ay, Sir, my indiſpoſition was only a pre- 


tence to divert the quarrel ; the capricious taſte of 
your (ex excuſes this artifice in ours, 

For often when our chief perfections fail, 

Our chief defects with fooliſh men prevail. 

[ Exit. 

Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take courage, there 
is a way ſtill left to fetch him again. 

Old Mir. Sir, I'll have no plot that has any re- 
lation to Spain, 

Dug. I ſcorn all artifice whatſoever ; my ſword 
Hall do her juſtice. 
Pet. Pretty juſtice, truly ! ſuppoſe you run him 


get him out of their clutches---Ten thouſand livres 
2 year upon the church! 'tis downright ſacrilege. 
Come, gentlemen, all hands to work; for half that 
ſum, one of theſe monaſteries ſhall protect you a 
traitor from the law, a rebellious wife from her 
huſband, and a diſobedient ſon trom his own 1 2 
: *. 
Dug. But will ye perſuade me that be's gone to 
a monaftery ? | : 
Dur. Is vour ſiſter gone to the Filles Repenties #1 
tell you, Sir, ſhe's not fit for the ſociety of repent” 
ing maids. 
Dag. Why fo, Sir? 
Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor tother ; ſhe" 
too old to be a mail, and too young to repent» 
[Exit, Dagard after big. 
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SCEN E, the Inſide of a Monaſtery; Oriana in a 
Nun's Habit; Biſarte. 

Ori. J hope, Bifarre, there is no harm in jeſting 
vith this religious habit. 

Bij. To me, the greateſt jeſt in the habit, is 
tking it in earneſt: I don't underſtand this im- 
loning people with the keys of Paradiſe, nor the 
merit of that virtue which comes by refiraint.—— 
Beſides, we may own to one another, that we are 
in the worſt company, when among ourſelves ; 
for our private thoughts run us into thoſe deſires 
which our pride refiſts from the attack of the world; 
ind, you may remember, the firſt woman met che 
devil when the retir'd from her man. 

Ori. But I'm reconcil'd, methinks, to the mor- 
tiñcation of à nunnery; becauſe 4 fancy che habit 
decomes me. 

Hiſ. A well-contriv'd. a truly, that 
makes a woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe 


(id before Come, come, mind your buſinefs, 


Mirabel loves you, tis now plain, and hold him 
tot ; give freſh orders that he ſhan't ſee you: we 
get more by hiding our. faces, ſometimes, than by 
expoſing them; a very maſk, you ſee, whets deſire; 
but à pair of keen eyes through an iron grate, fire 
double upon em, with view and diſguiſe. But I 
muit be gone upon my affairs; I have brought my 
captain about again. 

0ri. But why will you trouble yourſelf-with that 
coxcomb ? 

Biſ. Becauſe he is a coxcomb ; had I not better 
bave a lover like him, that 1 can make an aſs of, 
than a lover like yours, to make a fool of me. 
[Knocking below.] A meſſage from Mirabel, I'll 
lay my life. [She runs to the door. } Come hither, 
run, thou charming nun come hither. 

[ Runs to ber. 

Ori. As I live, Mirabel turn'd friar | I hope, in 
Heaven, he's not in earneſt, 

./. In earneſt : ha, ha, ha! are you in earneſt? 
Now's your time; this diſguiſe has he certainly 
taxen for a paſſport, to get in and try your reſolu- 
ons; ſtick to your habit, to be ſure; treat him 
with diſdain, rather than anger; for pride becomes 
„ mote than paſſion : remember what I ſay, it 
you wou'd yield to advantage, and hold out the 
Hack ; to draw him on, keep him off to be ſure, 

the cunning gameſters never gain too faſt, 

But lofe at firſt, to win the more at laſt. - | Exit. 

Enter Mirabel in a Friar's habit. 

. Save you, ſiſter— Vour brother, young 

ty, having a regard for your ſoul's health, has 
: me to prepare you for the ſacred habit by con- 
eon. 

071. That's falſe ; the cloven foot already. { Aſde 

My brother*s eare 1 own; and to you, facred Sir, 
I confeſs, that the great crying fin which I have 
long 3 d, and now prepare to expiate, was love, 

Sbe's downright Park mad in earnet; 

Ry and confuſion, I have loſt her! Addi. 
tou conteſs your fault, Madam, in ſuch moving 
teme, that I could almoſt be in love with the fin. 

Uri. Take care, Sir; crimes, like virtues, are 
their own rewards z my chief delight became my 
grief ; he in whoſe breaſt I thought my hear: 
ſecure, turn's robber, and deſpoil'd the treaſure 
ooh OY . 
ewe that treaſure he efteems ſo much, 

he miſer, though afraid to uſe it, he re- 
leres it feds. 

No, holy father: who can be miſer in 

9 wealth, that's prodigal of his own ? His 
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heart was open, ſhat'd to all he knew, and what, 
alas! muſt then become of mine ! But the ſame 
eyes that drew this paſſion in, ſhall ſend it out in 
tears,. to which now hear my vow. 

Mir. [ Diſcovering himſelf.) No, my fair angel, 
but let me repent ; — on my knees behold the 
criminal, that vows repentance his. 
cern upon her. 

Ori. This turn is odd, and the time has been, 
that ſuch a ſudden change wou d have furpris'd me 
into ſome confuſion. 

Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Where, where's this counterfeit nun ? 

Ori. Madneſs ! confuſion ! Pm ruin d! 

Mir. What do I hear? | Puts on bis bood.] What 
did you ſay, Sir? 

Old Mir. 1 ſay ſhe's a counterfeit, and you may 
be another for aught I know, Sir; I have loſt my 
child by theſe tricks, Sir. 

Mir. What tricks, Sir? ; 

Od Mir. By a pretended trick, Sir. A contri- 
vance to bring my ſon to reaſon, and it has made 


I have loſt him and a thouſand | 


Ha | no con- 


pounds a year 

Mir. [ Diſcovering bim ſel f.] My dear father, I'm 
your moſt humble ſervant. 

Old Mir. My dear boy, [ Runs and kiſſes bim. J 
tis all a trick, ſhe's no more a nun than I am. 

Air. Not -. 

Old Mir. The devil a bit. 

Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear dad, for the 
moſt happy news——— And now, moſt venerable 
holy ſiſter, [ Kneels. 

Your mercy and your pardon I implore, 

For the offence of aſking it before. 
Look'e, my dear counterfeiting nun, take my ad- 
vice, be a nun in good earneſt ; women make the 
beſt nuns always when they can't do otherwiſe, 

Ori. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deſtroy'd 
what was ſo near perfection l He is the counterfeit 
that has deceiv'd you. 

Od Mir. Ha! Look'e, Sir, Irecant; ſhe is a nun. 

Mir. Sir, your humble ſervant; then I'm a friar 
this moment.. | 

Old Mir. Was ever an old fool ſo banter'd by 2 
brace o“ young ones; hang you both, you're both 
counterfeits, and my plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. [Ex. 

Ori. Shame and confuſion, love, anger, and dif- 
appointment, will work my brain to madneſs. 

[ Takes off her habit, Exit. 

Mir. Ay, ay, thiow by the rags, they have 
ſerv'd a turn for us both, and they ſhall e'en go off 
together. [Takes off bis habit. 

Exit, rhrowing awwa ay the habit. 
S CEN E changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : 
Duretete with a Letter, 
Dur. | Reads. ] 

MY rudeneſs was only a proof of your humor, 
which I have found ſo agreeable, that I wn myſelf 
penitent, and willing to make any repargtion, upon 


your Ai appearance to 
B ISAR KR. 


Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms 
it ; then farewel gallantry, and welcome revenge 
"tis my turn now to be upon the ſublime; I'll take 
her off, I wartant her. 

E nter Biſarre. 
Well, miftrefs, do you love me ? © 
Bi. 1 hope, Sir, you will pardon the modeſty 


Dur. Of what? of a dancing ww — 
you love me, I ſay i 


2 f. 


„ 


"and foul were like to fly out at your eyes 


- honour, I'Il do any thing in the world. 
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Biſ. Perhaps 1 
Dar. What? 
Biſ. Perhaps I do not. 


Dur. Ha! abus'd again! Death, woman, I'll-— | 


Bif. Hold, hold, Sir! I do, I do | 
Dur. Confirm it then by your obedience, ſtand 
chere; and ogle me now, as if your heart, blood 


Firſt, the direct ſurpriſe, | She loc full at bim.] 
Right; next the Deux yeux, par chligue. | She gives 
bim the fide glance.] Right; now depart, and lan- 
guiſh, {She turns from. bim, and looks over ber 
— Very well; now ſigh. | She fighs. 
Now drop your fan on purpole. | She drops her fan. 
Now take it up again: Come, now confeſs your 
fan!ts ; are not you a proud———lay after me. 

Biſ. Proud. ; 

Dur. Impertinent. 

Biſ. Impertinent. 

Dur. Ridiculous. 

Biſ. Ridiculous, 

Dur. Flirt. 

Biſ. Puppy. | 

Dur. Zoons ! Woman, don't. provoke me ! we 
are alone, and you don't know but the devil may 
tempt me to do you a miſchief: alk my pardon im- 
mediately. | 

Biſ. 1 do, Sir, I only miſtook the word. 

Dur. Cry then; have you got ever a handker- 
chief ? — 

Biſ. Ves, Sir. 

Dur. Cry then, handſomely; cry like a queen 
in a tragedy. | 

[ She pretending to cry, burſts out a laughing z 
and enter t700 ladies laughings 

Biſ. Ha, ha, ha | 

Ladies both. Ha, ha, ha! 

Dar. Hell broke looſe upon me, and all the fu- 
ries flutter d about my ears ! Betray'd again? 
 Bifſ. That you are, upon my word, my dear cap- 
tain ; ha, ha, ha: | 

Dur. The Lord deliver me! ; 

1 Lady. What! Is this the mighty man with 


the bull-face that comes to trighten ladies? I long 


to ſee him angry; come, begin, 

Der. Ah, Madam, I'm the beſt natur'd fellow 
in the world. 

2 Lady. A man we'rk miſtaken, a man has 
manners; the aukward creature is tome tinker's 
trull in a perriwig. 

Biſ. Come, ladies, let's examine him. 

[They lay hold on bim. 

Dur. Examine the devil you will! 

Biſ. V'll lay my lite, ſome great dairy-maid in 
man's clothes. 

Dur. They. will do't 
women, pray hear me. 

Biſ. Will you ever attempt a lady's honour again? 

Dur. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my 


Look'e, dear Chriſtian 


Biſ. Will you perſuade your friend to marry 
mine ? | 
Dar. O yes, to be ſure. 
Biſ. And will you do the ſame by me? 
Dur. Burn me if 1 do, if the coaſt be clear. 
: [Runs out. 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha! the viſit, ladies, was critical 
for our diverſions, we'll go make an end of our 
tea. { Exeunt. 
Enter Mirabel, and Old Mirabel. | 
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Mir. Your patience, Sir, I tell you I won't 


marry 3 and though you ſend all the biſhops in 


\ 


France to perſuade me, I ſhall never believe their 
doctrine againſt their practice. 

Ol Mir. But will you diſobey your father, Sir? 

Mir. Wou'd my father have his youthful fon lie 
lazing here, bound to a wife, chain'd like a mon- 
key, to make ſport to a woman, fubject to her 
whims, humours, longings, vapours, and caprices ? 
Be merciful, Sir, to your own fleſh and blood! 

Old Mir. But, Sir, did not I bear all this; why 
ſhould not you ? 


Mir. Then you think that marriage, like trea. 


fon, ſhall attaint the whole body. Pray conſider, 


Sir, is it reaſonable becaule you throw + yourſe!f 


down from one ſtory, that I muſt caſt myſelf head- 
long from the garret window? You wou'd compel 
me to that ſtate, which I have heard you curſe 
yourſelf, when my mother and you have battled it 
for a whole week together. | 

Old Mir. Never but once, you rogue, and that 
was when ſhe long'd for fix Flanders mares : ay, 
Sir, then ſhe was breeding of you, which thew's 
what an expenſive dog 1 ſhould have of you. 

Enter Petit. 

Well, Petit, how does ſhe now ? 

Pet. Mad, Sir, con pempos----Ay, Mr. Mirabel, 
you'l! believe that I (peak truth, now, when I con- 


teſs that I have told you hitherto nothing but lies; 


our jeſting is come to a ſad earneſt, the's downright 
diſtracted. . 
Enter Biſarre. 

Biſ. Where is this mighty victor !—The great 
exploit is done; go triumph in the glory of yaur 
conqueſt, inhuman, barbarous, man! O Sir, 7. 
the old gentleman.] your wretched ward has found 
a tender guardian of you ! where her young inno- 
cence expected protection, here ſhe has found her 
ruin. 

Od Mir. Ay the fault is wine, for I beliere 
that rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch 
another diſobedient ſon as his father did. I have 
done all I can, Madam, and now can do no mort 
than run mad for company. | [ Cries, 

Enter Dugard with his ſword drawn. 

Dug. Away; revenge, revenge. 

Old Mir. Patience, patience, Sit. LO Mir. 5% 
bim.] Bob, draw. [ Afide, 

Dug. Patience ! The coward's virtue, and the 
brave man's failing, when thus provok'd--- Villain! 

Mir. Your ſiſter's frenzy ſhall excuſe your mad- 
neſs; and, to ſhew my concern for what the ſuffers, 
I'll bear the villain from her brother---Put up your 
anger with your ſword ; 1 have a heart like yours, 
that ſwells at an affront receiv'd, but melts at n 
injury given; and if the lovely Oriana's griet be ſuch 
a moving ſcene, 'twill find a part within this breaſt, 
perhaps as tender as a brother's, 

Dug. To prove that ſoft compaſſion for her grief, 
endeavour to remove it." here, there, beho!? 
an object that's infective; I cannot view her, but 
I am as mad as the: [| Enter Oriana, beld by tw! 
maids who put ber in a chair.] A ſiſter that my 
dying parents left, with their laſt words and blefhing, 
to my care. Siſter, deareſt ſiſter. [ Goes to Ker. 

Old Mir. Ay, poor child, poor child, dye 
know me ? 

Ori. You ! you are Amadis de Gaul, Sir j— 
Oh! oh my heart! Were you never in love, fait 
lady? And do you never dream of flowers and gu. 
dens? -I dream of walking fires, and tall gigantt 
ſights. Take heed, it comes now What 
that? Pray ſtand away: I have ſeen that face ſuit, 
—— = How light my head is 1 5 
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Mir. What piercing charms has beauty, ev'n in 
madneſs! —-Come, Madam, try to repoſe a little. 

Ort. I cannot 3 for J muſt be up to go to church, 
unde muſt dreſs me, put on my new gown, and be 
lo fine, to meet my love. Hey ho! Will not 
you tell me where my heart lies buried! 

Mir. My very ſoul is touch'd Your hand, 
m fairs 

Ori. How loft and gentle you feel? I'l] tell you 
you 7 0 ke . friend. 

. How ſhe ſtares upon me! 

= You have a flattering-face; but 'tis a: fine 
one -I warrant you have five hundred miſtreſſes.— 
Ay, to be ſure, a miſtreſs for every guinea in his 
pocket Will you pray for me? I ſhall die 
w-morrow——And will you ring my paſling-bell ? 

Mir. O, woman, woman, of artifice mg 
whoſe nature even diſtracted, has a . — 
ain let man "his. ſenſe, bs | learaing_ boaſt, Erben 
voman's madneſs over- rules his reaſon, you 
know me, injur'd creature? 

0ri. No but you ſhall be my intimate ac- 
gun ntance—in the grave. [Weeps. 

Mir. O, tears, I muſt believe you; ſure there's 
nd of ſympathy 1 in madneſs : for even I, ob- 
curate as 1 am, do feel my ſoul fo toſs'd with 
forms of pathon, that I could cry for help as well 

a; ſhe, [Wipes ber eyes. 

(„i. What, have you loſt your lover? No, you 

mock me; I'll go home and pray. 

Mir. Stay, my fair inaucence, and hear me own 
my love fo loud, that I may call your ſenſes to 

their place, reſtore 'em to their charming happy 
Ne and reinſtate myſelf into your favour. 

Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, 'tis all too late; the 
rembles, hold her, her fits grow ſtronger by her 
tuking z don't trouble her, the don't know you, Sir. 

0id Mir. Not know him! what then ? ſhe loves 
to ſee him for all that. 

Enter Duretete, 

Dur. Where are you all? What the devil! me- 
lancholy, and I here! Are ye fad, and ſuch a 
riciculous ſubject, ſuch a very good jeſt among you 
a: I am ? 

Mir. Away with this impertinence ; this is no 
place for bagatelle: I have murder d my honour, de- 
froy'd a lady, and my deſire of reparation is come 
at length tos late: fee there. 

Dur. What ails her? 

Mir. Alas ! ſhe's mad. 

Dir. Mad! do'ſt wonder at that! ? By this light, 
they're all ſoz they're cozening mad; they're 
brawling mad; they're proud mad: I juſt now came 
from a whole world of mad women, that bad al- 
aas, What, is the dead? 

Dead! Heav'ns forbid. 

mk „ Heav*ns further it; for till they be as cold 
** key, there's no truſting them; you're never 
ore re & at a woman's in earneſt, till ſhe's BA Tin her 

. SHITTTTET® her "ITE You mad, miltrets *) 

; F What's that to you, Sir ? 


Mir. Away, thou wild buffoon ; ; how poor and 


we 
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Ori. O, Sir. 

Mir. Speak, my charming angel; if your dear 
ſenſes have regain'd their order; ſpeak, fair, and 
bleſs me with the news. 

Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the cunning of my ſer, 
that happy  counterfeited frenzy that has reſtor'd 
to my poor labouring breaft the deareſt, beſt belov'd 
of. men. 

Mir. Tune all, ye ſpheres, your inſtruments of 
joy, and carry round your ſpacious orbs the happy 
ſound of Ot1iana's health; her ſoul, whoſe harmony 
was next to yours, is now in tune again; the coun- 
terfeiting fair has play'd the fool. 

She was ſo mad to counterfeit for me; 

I was ſo mad to pawn my liberty: 

But now we both are well, and both are free. 

Ori. How, Sir, free! 

Mir. As air, my dear bedlamite; what, marry 
a lunatick ! Look ye, my dear, you have counter- 
feited madneſs ſo very well this bout, that you'll be 
apt to play the fool all your life long Here, 
gentlemen. 

Ori. Monſter! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir. O' wy faith but 1 will; here, come in, gen- 
tlemen A miracle l a miracle! the woman's diſ- 
poiteſs'd, the devil's vaniſh'd. 

Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


Old Mir. Bleſs us, was the poſſeſs'd? 

Mir. With the worſt of acmons, Sir, a marriage 
devil, a horrid devil, Mr. Dugard, don't be ſur- 
priz'd; I promis'd my endeavours to cure your ſiſ- 
ter; no mad doctor in Chriſtendom could have 
done it more effectually. Take her into your charge; 
and have a care ſhe don't relapſe ; if ſhe ſhould, em- 
ploy me not again, for I am no more infallible than 
others of the faculty; I do cure ſometimes. 

Ori. Your remedy, moſt barbarous man, will 
prove the greateſt poiſon to my health; for tho* my, 
tormer frenzy was but counterfeit, I now ſhall run 
into a real madneſs, [Exit ; Old Mir. after. 

Dug. This was a turn beyond my knowledge; I'm 
ſo contus'd, I know not ho to reſeat it, [Fxit, 

Mir. What a dangerous precipice have Iefcap'd! 
Was not J juſt now upon the brink of deſtruction? 


Enter Duretete. 


O, my friend, let me run into thy boſom; no lark, 
eſcap'd from the devouring pounces of a hawk, 
quakes with more diſmal apprehenſion. 

Dur. The matter, man ! 

Mir. Marriage, hanging; I was juſt at the gals 
lows-foot,, the running nooſe about my neck, and 
the cart wheeling from me---Oh---1 ſhan't be my- 
lelt this month again. 

Dur. Did not 1 tell you ſo? They are all alike, 
ſaints or devils : their counterfeiting can't be repu- 
ted a deceit, for tis the nature of the ſex, not their 
contrivance, 

Mir. Ay, ay: rk s no living here with ſecu- 


| 


tity; this houſe is fo full of ſtratagem and de ſign, 


Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there! [Ren F. that I muft abroad again. 


Dur. With all my | heart; I'll bear thee company, 


* this humour now appears ? This lady's] my lad; I'll meet you at the play; and we il ſet 


y has reſtor'd my ſenſes, and was ſhe perfect out for Italy to- morrow morning. 


5 is once ſhe was, (before ye all I ſpeak it) the! 
Bonid be mine; and as the | is, my tears and prayers 
at wed her. 
| Dig. How happy had this declaration been ſome 
ou! 1 280. 

Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to go 
er; come, come, let's leave em. 


| [ Ex. onines, but Mir, and Ori. 


. Mir. A match; I'll go pay my compliment of 


leave to my father preſently; 


Dur. I'm afraid he'll Rop you. 

Mir. What, pretend 2 command over me after his 
ſettlement of a thouſand pounds a year upon me ? 
No, no, he has paſs'd away bis authority with the 
conveyance; the will of a living father is chiefly 
obeyed for the lake of the dying one. [Exeunt, 
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16 
| CT TE 
S CEN E, the Street beſore the Play-Harſes 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the Play. 
Dur. OW @'ye like this play? 


Mir. I lik'd the company; the lady, | 
the rich beauty in the front-box had my attention :. 


theſe impudent poets bring the ladies together to 
ſupport them, and to kill every bod elſe. 
For deaths upon the ſtage the-ladies cry, 
But ne'er mind us that in the audience die. 
Dur. Hoyty, toyty; did Phillis Inſpire you with 
all this ? f . 
Mir. Ten times more; the play-houſe is the 
element of poetry, becauſe the region of beauty; 


the ladies, methinks, have a more triumphant air 


in the boxes than any where elſe; they fit command - 
ing on their thrones; with all their ſubject ſlaves 


about them: their beſt clothes, beſt looks, ſhining, 


jewels, ſparkling eyes, the treaſure of the world 
in a ring. Then there's ſuch a hurry of pleaſure to 
tranſport us; the buſtle, noiſe, gallantry, bows, 
gles, love, muſick, and applauſe: I could 
t my whole life long were the firſt night of 
„ 
ur. The fellow has quite forgot this journey; 
have you beſpoke poſt horſes ? | 
Mir. Grant me but three days, dear captain, 
e to diſcover the lady, one to unfold myſelf, and 
one to make me happy; and then I'm yours to the 
world's end. 

Dur. Haſt thou the impudence to promiſe thyſelf 
a lady of her figure and quality in fo ſhort a time? 

Mir. Yes, Sir---1 have a confident addreſs, no 
difagreeable perſon, and five hundred lewis-d'ors in 
my pocket, 

Dur. Five hundred lewis-d'ors ! You a'n't mad! 

Mir. 1 tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one 
of her black brilliant eyes is worth a diamond as 
big as her head, } 

Dur. But you have own'd to me, that, abating 
Oriana's pretenfions to marriage, you lov'd her 
paſſionately; then how can you wander at this rate? 

Mir. I iong'd for a partridge, t'other day, off the 
king's plate; but d'ye think, becauſe I could not 
have it, I muſt eat nothing? 


Dur. Pr'ythee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may re- 


member what narrow *ſcapes you have had abroad 
by following ſtrangers; you forget your leap out of 
the courteſan's window at Bologna, to ſave your 
fine ring there. | 

Mir. My ring's a trifle; there's nothing we poſ- 
ſeſs comparable to what we defire Be ſhy of a 
lady baretac'd in the front-box, with a thouſand 
pounds in jewels about her neck! For ſhame; no 
more. | 

Enter Oriana in Boy's Cleaths, with a Letter. 


Ori. Is your name Mirabel, Sir? 
Mir. Yes, Sir. 1 


Ori. A letter from your uncle in Piccardy. 
| [ Gives the. letter. 
Mir. [ Reads. ] 


T HE bearer is the ſon of a Proteſiant gentleman, 
who flying for bis religion, left me the charge of this 
youth, [ A pretty boy.] He's fond of ſeme band- 
ſome ſervice that may afford Lim opparturity of im- 
provement z your care of bin <vill oblige Your's. 


Haſt a mind *o travel, child? 


Ori. Tis my defire, Sir: I chould be pleas'd to 
ſerve a traveller in any capacity. 
Mir. A hopefu! inclinationz you fall along 


with ms into Italy, as mv page. 
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Dur. The play's done, and ſome of the ladies 
come this way, : 

Enter Lamorce, with ber Train borne up by a Page. 
Mir, Duretete! the very dear, identical the ' 
Dur. And what then ? 

Mir. Why, *tis ſhe. 
Dur. And what then, Sir? | 
Mir. Then! Why Look'e, firrah, the fir 
piece of ſervice I put on you, is t6 follow that la- 
dy's coach, and bring me word whete the lives. 
[Ts Oriana, 
Ori. I don't know the town, Sir, znd am afraig 


1 of lofing myſelf. 


Mir. Pſhaw! | 

Lam. Page, what's become of all my people? 

Page. I can't tell, Madam; I can ſee no ſign of 
your ladyſhip's coach, 

Lam. That fellow is got into his old pranks; and 
fall'n drunk ſomewhere : none of the footmen 
there ? | 

Page. Not one, Madam. 

Lam. Thefe ſervants are the plague of our lives; 
what ſhall I do ? 

Mir. By all my hopes, fortune pimps for me: 
now, Duretete, for a piece of gallantry. 

Dur. Why you won't, ſure ? | TS 

Mir. Won't, brute! Let not your ſervants neg- 
left, Madam, put your ladyſhip to any inconve- 
nience, for you can't be diſappointed of an equi- 
page whilſt mine waits below; and wou'd you ho- 
nour the maſter ſo far, he would be proud to pay 
his attendance, 255 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. [ Afde, 

Lam. Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, 
for my habitation is a great way oft. 

Dur. Very true, Madam, and he's a little en- 
gag'd ; befides, Madam, a hackney-coach will do as 
well, Madam. 

Mir. Rude beaſt, be quiet! [To Duretete.] The 
farther from home, Madam, the more occaſion you 
have for a guard=——pray, Madam 

Lam, Lard, Sir 

He ſeems ta preſs, fhe to decline it, in dumb ſperr. 

ar. Ah! the devil's in his impudence : now 
he wheedles, ſhe ſmiles; he flatters, ſhe ſimpers; 
he ſwears, the believes; he's a rogue, and ſhe's 3 
whore, in a moment. 

Mir. Without, there! my coach !—Duretete, 
with me joy. [ Hands the Lady ont. 

Dur. Wiſh you a ſurgeon! Here, you little Pic- 
card, go follow your maſter, and he'll lead you 

Ori. Whither, Sir? | 

Dur. To the academy, child: *tis the faſhion, 
with men of quality, to teach their pages their en- 
erciſes 30. 

Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that wo- 
man may do him ſome harm: 1 don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now, Mr. Page, do you ſtart up 
to give laws of a ſudden; do you pretend to riſe at 
court, and di ſapprove the pleaſure of your betten“ 
Look'e, firrah, if ever_you wou'd rife by a great 
man; be fore e CE Re BT Tee Thee; 
af, wa 5p to your advancement, ToTow your 
maſter immediately, and make it your hope that 
he goes to a bawdy-houſe, 

Ori. Heav'ns forbid. [Ex. 

Dug. Now wou'd I ſooner take a cart in com- 
pany of the hanzman, than a coach with that vo- 
man: What a Grange antipathy have I taken 
againſt theſe creatures! A woman, to me, is et- 
ſion upon averſion, a cheeſe, a cat, a breaſt of mvut- 
ton, the ſquailing of children, the grinding © 


| knives, and the inuf of a candle. =* 
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SCENE, a bandſome Apartment. 
Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 

Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your ſervice 
was ſomething more than good breeding, pleaſe to 
lay out an hour of your company upon my defire, 
x you have already upon my neceſſity. 

Mir. Your defire, Madam, has only prevented 
my requeſt : My hours! make em yours, Madam; 
eleven, twelve, one, two, three, and all that belong 
to thoſe happy minutes. 

Lam. But I muſt trouble you, Sir, to diſmiſs 
your retinue 3 becauſe an equipage at my door, at 
this time of night, will not be conſiſtent with my 
reputation. 

Mir. By all means, Madam ; all but one little 
bey Here, page, ¶ Enter 8 order my 
coach and ſervants home, and do you ſtay.— Tis a 
fooliſh country-boy, that knows nothing but in- 
nOcences [Exit Oriana. 

Lam. Innocence, Sir? I ſhuuld be ſorry if you 
made any finiſter conſtructions of my freedom. 


Mir. O, Madam, I muſt not pretend to remark 


won any body's freedom, having ſo entirely for- 
feited my own. 

Lam. Well, Sir, 'twere convenient towards our 
eiſy correſpondence, that we enter'd into a free 
confidence of each other, by a mutual declaration 
of what we are, and what we think of one ano- 
ther Now, Sir, what are you ? | 

Mir. In three words, Madam——lI am a gentle- 
min: I have five hundred pounds in my pocket, 
and a clean ſhirt on. 

Lam. And your name is 

Mir. Muſtapha- Now, Madam, the inven- 
tory of your fortunes ? 

Lam. My name is Lamorce; my birth noble, 
I was married young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, im- 
p:tuous fellow: the huſband ſpoiled the gentle- 
man; crying ruin'd my face; till at laſt I took 
heart, leap'd out of a window, got away to my 
friends, ſu'd my tyrant, and recover'd my fortune. 
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work, What ſhall I do? I have but one way. 
[ Afede.] Are theſe gentlemen your relations, Ma- 
dam ? : 

Lam. Yes, Sir. : 

Mir. Gentlemen, your moſt humble ſervant; 
Sir, your moſt faithful; yours, Sir, with all my 
heart; your moſt obedient----- Come, gentlemen, 
[Salutes all round. ] pleaſe to fit---no ceremony--- 
next the lady, pray, Sir. | 

Lam, Well, Su, and how d'ye like my friends? 

[ They all fits 

Mir, O, Madam, the moft finiſh'd gentlemen ! 
I was never more happy in good company in all 
| my life; I ſuppoſe, Sir, you have travell'd. 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Which way, may I preſume ? 

1 Bra. In a weſtern barge, Sir. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha! very pretty; facetious, pretty 
gentleman ! . 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha! Sir, you have got the pret- 
tieſt ring upon your finger there 

Mir. Ah! Madam, tis at your ſervice, with all 


my heart, Offering the ring. 
Lam. By no means, Sit; a fot four , 

| a [ Takes it. 

Mir. No matter, Madam. Seven hundred 
pounds, by this light, [ Aſide, 


2 Bra. Pray, Sir, what's o'clock ? 

Mir. Hum! Sir, I have left my watch at home, 
2 Bra. I thought I ſaw the firing of it juſt 
NOW==== 

Mir. Ods my life, Sir, I beg your pardon, here 
it is-— but it don't go. [Putting it up. 
| Lam. O, dear Sir, an Engliſh watch! Toms 
pion's, I preſume. . 
Mir, D'ye like it, Madam ?---No ceremony 
"tis at your ſervice, with all my heart and ſoul---- 
Tompion's! Hang ye. Aſide. 
1 Bra. But, Sir, above all things, I admire the 
faſhion and make of your ſword-hilt, 

Mir. I'm mighty glad you like it, Sir, 

1 Pra. Will you part with it, Sir? 


I liv'd from fifteen to twenty to pleaſe a huſ- 
band; from twenty to forty I'm reſolv'd to pleaſe 
myſelf, and from thence upwards I'll humour the 
world, 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha! I rejoice in your good fortune, 
vith all my heart. 

Lam, O, now I think on't, Mr. Muftapha, you 
have got the fineſt ring there, I cou'd ſcarcely be- 
leve it right; pray let me ſee it. 

Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, tis, tis right---but, | 
but, but, but, but it was given me by my mother; 
in old tamily-ring, Madam, an old-faſhion'd fa- 
Kily-ring, f 

Lam. Ay, Sir----- If you can entertain yourſelf 
ra moment, I'll wait on you immediately. ¶ Exit. 
| bir, Certainty the ſtars have been in a ſtrange 
uiguing humour when I was born Ay, this 
ht ſhould 1 have had a bride in my arms, and 
it 1 thou'd Iike well enough: But what ſhou'd 1 


Mir. Sir, I won't ſell it, 

1 Bra. Not ſell it, Sir! 

Mir. No, gentlemen----- but I'll beſtow it with 
all my heart. [ Offering it. 

1: Bra. O, Sir, we ſhall rob you. 

Mir. That you do, I'll be ſworn. | Afide.] 1 
have another at home, pray, Sir Gentlemen, 
you're too modeſt; have I any thing elſe that you 
tancy? [To the 1/: Bravo.] I am extremely in love 
with that wig which you wear; will you do me the 
favour to change with me ? 

1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a family-wig, and I 
wou'd not part with it; but if you like it---- 
Mir. Sir, your moſt humble ſervant. 

[ They change wigs. 

1 Bra. Madam, your mot humble ſlave. 
[Gees up foppiſoly to the Lady; ſalutes her. 
2 Bra. The tellow's very liberal; ſhall we mur- 


ne to-morrow night? The ſame, And what der him? 


"It night? The ſame. And what next night ? 
le very fame. Soup for breakfaſt, ſoup for din- 
der ſoup for ſupper, and ſoup for breakfait again--- 
Ku: here's variety. 
[Lamorce appears at the dior; as be runs to- 
waras ber, Fur Bravoes flep in before ber. 
: Ile farts backs 
"* COMes, ſhe comes — Hum, hum — Bitch 
Mrdet'd, murder'd to be ſure! The curſed ſtrum- 


to make me fend away my ſervants !----- No- 


* Lear me! Theſe cut-throats always make ſure 


1 Bra. What! let him 'ſcape to hang us all! 
And I to loſe my wig! No, no! I want but a 
handſome pretence to quarrel with him; for you 
know we muſt act like gentlemen---Wine, here! 
---Sir, your good health. [Pulls Mir. by the noſe. 

Mir. Oh! Sir, your moſt humble ſervant; a 
| pleaſant frolic enough, to drink a man's health, 
and pull him by the noſe : Ha, ha, ha! the plea- 
ſanteſt, pretty-humour'd gentleman. [ Mir. drinks. 
1 Bra. How d'ye like the wine, Sir ? 
| Mir. Very goed o' the kind, Sit: But I tell ye 
C | 
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and, i'gad, for my own part, I was never more 
diſpoſed to be merry; let's make a night on't, ha 
This wine is pretty; but I hive ſuch Burgundy 
at home Look'e, gentlemen, let me ſend for 
half a dozen flaſks of my Bungundy, I defy France 
to match it; "twill make us all life, all air: 
Pray, gentlemen 

2 Pra. Eh! Shall ns have his Burgunly ? 

1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can. Here, 
call up the gentleman's {ervant=—— What think 
you, Lamorce ? 

Lam. Yes, ves. 
country boy, Sir; he underſtands notuing but in- 
nocence. 

Air. Ay, av, Madam. Here, page, [Enter 
Oriana.] take this Key, and go to my butler; or- 
der him to ſend half a dozen flaſks of the red Bur- 
gundy, mark'd a thouſand z and be ſure you make 
haſte. I long to entertain my friends here; my 
very good friends. ; 

Omnes. Ah, dear Sir! 

1 Bra. Here, child, take a glaſs of wine 
Your maſter and I have chang'd wigs, honey, in a 
frolick. Where had you this pretty boy, honeſt 
Muſtapha? 

Ori. Muſtapha! 8 

Mir. Out of Piccardy this is the firſt errand 
he has made for me; and if he does it right, III. 
Encourage him. 

Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir, 


Mir. The red, mark'd a thouſand; and be ſure 


you make haſte, 
Ori. I ſhall, Sir. 


have you any fancy for my coat ? 
it has {erv'd a great many honeſt gentlemen very 


_ faithfully, 
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what; I find we're all inclin'd to be frolickſome 1 hands, and my money burns in my pocket gut 


Your ſervant is a fooliſh | 


[ Exit. 
1 Bra. Sir, you were pleaſs'd to like my wig; 
Look'e, Sir 


now I think on't, my myrmidons are upon duty 
to-night ; III fairly roll down to the guard, and 
nod away the night with my honeſt lieutenant over 
a flaſk of wine, a rake-helly tory, and a pipe of 
tobacco. [ Going off Bil, meets bim. 

Biſ. Who comes there? ſtand! 

Dur. Hey day, row ſhe's turn'd dragoon. 

Biſ. Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel 
again,-l deſign to wait on you as far as Italy, 

Dur. Then I'll travel into Wales. 

Bif. Wales ! What country's that ? 

«re The land of mountains, child; where 
you're never out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch 
thing as a high-road. 

Biſ. Rather always in a high-road, cauſe you 
travel all upon hills ;----but be't as it will, I'll jog 
along with you. 

Dur. But we intend to ſail to the Eaſt-Indies. 

Bif. Eaſt or Weſt, tis all one to me; I'm tight 
and light, and the fitter for ſailing. 

Dar. But ſuppoſe we take through Germany, 
and drink hard. 

Biſ. Suppole I take through Germany, and 
drink harder than you. 

Dur. Suppoſe I go to a bawdy-houſe. 

Bf. Suppoſe I ſhew you the way. 

Dur. Sdeath, woman, will you go to the guar 
with me, and ſmoak a pipe ? 

Biſ. Allons donc! 

Dur. The devil's in the woman! ſuppoſe 
hang myſelf. 

Biſ. There I'll leave you. 

Dur. And a happy 'riddance, the gallows i 
welcome. 

B. Hold, hold, Sir, [Catches bim by the a1 
ging.] one word before we part. 


Dur. Let me go, Madam---or I ſhall think tha 


4 


Mir. Not fo faithfully ; for I'm afraid it has got | you're a man, and perhaps may examine you. 


a ſcurvy trick of leaving all it's maſters in neceſ- 
The inſolence of theſe dogs is beyond 


[Afde. 


Mir. Only concern'd, Madam, that I ſhou'd 
have no ſervant here but this little boy=—<—<he'1! and take my fan 
make ſome confounded blunder, I'll lay my !ite| it zp.] 
en't; I wou'd not be diſeppointed of my wine for 7 


ey. 
their cruelty. 
Lam. You're melancholy, Sir, 


the, univerſe. 


Biſ. Stir if you dare; TI have fill ipirits to at 
tend me; ond can raiſe ſuch a muſter of fairies 4 
thall puniſh you to death Come, Sir, ſtan 
there now, and ogle me: In frowns upon bet. 
Now a languithing figh! | He groans.] Now ri 
falter. -| He runs and tal 
Now play with it haudſomely. 
lis Ay, a. [ He rears it all in pie 
Biſ. Hold, hold, dear humourous coxcomd 


Lam. He'll do well enough, Sir. But ſupper's| Captain, ſpare my fan, and Pl———Wiyy 


ready; will vou be pleated to eat a bit, Sir? 


Air. O, Madan, I never had a better ſtomach 


ip my life, 


Lam. Come, ihen—we have nothing but a plate 


of ſoups 


Mir. Ah! the marriage-foup I cou'd diſpenſe 
[ Exit, banding the lady. 


with now. [AAde.] 


2 Pra. That wig won't fall to your ſhare, 


1 Zr. No, no, we'!! settle that after ſupper ; 


in the mean time the gentieman ſhall wear it. 
2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him ? 
3 Bra. To be fure, | think he knows me. 
1 Bra. A;, ay, dead men tell no tales; 1 won- 


rude, inhuman monſter, don't you expect to t. 
for this? . g 

Dur. Yes, Madam, there's tweive pence; ! 
that is the price on't. | 

Biſ. Sir, it coſt a guinea, . F 

Dur. Well, Madam, you . ſhall have the ſtie 
again. [Ties them te ber, 44 Mt 

Bif. Ha, ha, ha ! ridiculous below my conce' 
I muſt follow him, however, to know 1 he can? 
me any news of Oriana, [ £: 


| SCENE changes to Lamarce's Lodg.ng'+ 
Enter Mirabel ſolus. 


der at the impudence of the Engliſh rogues, that A. Bloody hell-hounds, I over-heard vou— 
will hazard the meeting 2 man at the bar whom Was not I two hours 280 the happy, gay; re joic 
they have encounter'd upon the road! 1 ha'nt the Mirabel ? How did 1 plume my hopes in a ! 
confidence to look a man in the face after I have | coming proipect of a long ſcene of years: L 
done him an injury; therefore we'll murder him. | courted me with all the charms of vigour, you! 
x [ Exeunt. | and fortune; and to be torn away from ail m) p! 
SCENE. chænges to Old Mirabel's H. ſe. miſed joys is moce than deith; the manner 

| Enter Puretete, 8 vy Villains. O my Oriana, this very 2 

Dur. My friend has forſaken me, I hase aban- ment might have blefy'd me in tiy arms, an“ 
don'd my mitre(s, my time lies heavy upun my ſeoor boy ! 


* br» 


dne innocent boy — COR tunon 1 
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but huſh, they come: I mutt diſſemble ſtil. - 
No news of my wine, gentlemen ? 
Enter the four Brawces. 

1 Bra. No, Sir, I believe your country-booby 
has lot himſelf, and we can wait no longer for't : 
—— True, Sir, you're a pleaſant gentleman, but 
I ſuppoſe you underſtand our buſineſa. 

Mir. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your employ- 

ents z yen, Sir, are a lawyer, I preſume ; you a 
ray heian; z you a ſcrivener; and you a ſtock- jobber. 
——— All cut-throats, i'gad, [Afae. 

4 Bra. Sir, I am a broken officer; I was caſhler d 
at the head of the army for a coward : fo I took 
vp the trade of murder, to retrieve the reputation 
of my courage. 

3 Bra. I am a ſoldier too, and wou'd ſerve my 
K. ns „ but I don't like the quarrel, and 1 have more 
honour than to fight in a bad cauſe, 

2 Bra. I was bred a gentleman, and have no 
ef ite 3 but I muſt have my whore and my bottle, 


through the prejudice of education. 

i Bra, I am a ruffian too, by the prejudice of 
education; I was bred a butcher. In ihort, Sir, 
if your wine had come, we might have trifled a 
little longer, 
fall by ? mine, Sir ? 


2 Rra. Or mine? Drazvs.| 
3 Bra. Or mine? Draws. 
4 Bra. Or mine? Dravs. 


1 ire ] ſcorn to beg my life; but to be butcher'd 
: [ Knocking.) O there's the wine: 
this moment for my life or death. 
Enter Oriana, 
Where's the wine, child? 

Ori. Coming up, Sir. [Sramps.] 
Enter Duietete with his ſword drazon, and fix of 
the grand mn ſqueteers with their pieces preſented ; 
the ruffians drop their ſwords. Oriana pes off. 
Air. The wine, the wine, the wine. Youth, 
ple ature, fortune, days und years, are now my own 
again. Ah, my dear friends, did not I telt you 
this wine wou'd make me mierry ?----Dear captain, m 
nele gentiemen are the beſt aatur'd, facctious, 
witty creatures, that ever you knew. 

Enter Lamorce 
Lam. Is the wine come, Sir? > 


” ” 
. 


[ Faintly, 


ſ-c 


J ves, Madam, the wine is come 


there ? [ Pointing fo the ſeliicrs. ] Your ladyſhip has! 


got a very fine ring 
Lam. Sir, tis at «our 
Mir. O ho! is it to? Tu dear ſeven hundred 
pound, thou'rt welcome home again, with all my 
ert — Ads my lite, Madam, you have got the 
nneſt built watch there !. Tompion' s, I preſume. 
Lam. Sir, you may wear it. 
Au. O, Madam, dy no means, tis too much--- 
Rob vou of all !.--[ Taking it from ber. ] Good dear 


me, thou'rt a precious thing, I'm glad 1 have re- 


u von your finger. 


lervice. 


Come, Sir, which ſword will you| | 


Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? Diſpatch'd! I'll 
have ye all tortur'd, rack'd, torn to pieces alive, if 
you have touch'd my boy.— Here, page! page! 
page [ Runs out, 

Dar. Here, gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe 
fellows. 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your guard 
will be very civil to us, 

Dur. Now for you, Madam He, he, he. 
I'm ſo pleaſed to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of 
one woman before I die Well, miſtreſs Snap- 
Dragon, which of theſe honourable gentlemen is ſs 
happy to call you wite ? 

1 Bra, Sir, the ſhould have been mine to-night, 
cauſe Sampre, here, had her laſt nigat. Sir, ſhe's 
very true to us all four. 

Dur. Take 'em to juſtice, 

The guards carry '# the Bravoes. 
Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, and Biſarre. 

Old Mir. Robin, Robin Where's Bob? where's 
my boy? — What, is this the lady ? a pretty whore, 
faith. -Hark'e, child, b-cauſe my fon was fs civil 
as to oblige you with a coach, I'li treat you with a 
cart; ind: 2ed ] will, 

Dug. Ay, bla iam, —and you ſhall have a fwinge- 
ing equipage; three or four thoufand ſootmen at 
your heels, at leaſt, 

Dur. No leſs becomes her quality. 

Biſ. Fau gh the monſter! 

Dur. Monſter! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, 
let me tell you. 


Enter Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, man? 

Mir. No, no, Sir, l'm ruin'd, the faver of my 
life is loſt. 

Old Mir. No, he came and brought us the news ? 

Mir. But where is he Pn Enter Oriana.] Ha! 
Runs and embraces her.] My dear preſerver, what 
mall I do to recompence your truft ?—---Fathery 
Fiend, gentlemen, behold the youth that has re- 
liev'd me from the moſt ignominious death.--Com- 

and me, child. Before you all, before my late 
ſo "kind indulgent ſtars, I ſwear to grant whate'er 
you aſi. 

Ori. To the ſame ſtars, indulgent now to me, I 
will appeal as to the juſtice of my claim; I ſhall 
demand but what was mine before-----tne juſt per- 
formance of your contract to Oriana. 


: [ Diſcevering berfelf, 
+ Om. laps | 


Ori, In this diſguiſe I refolv'd to follow you 
abroad; counterfeited that letter that got me into 
your ſervice; and fo, by this ſtrange turn of fate, 
became the inſtrument 0 your preſervation. 

Dur. Mirabel, you're caught. 

Mir. Caught! I fcorn — thought of impoſition, 
Here, on my knees, 1 humbly beg my fair pre- 
ſerver's pardon 3 my thanks are needleſs, for my- 


ew d thee. [ Putting it up. What, my friends ſelf I owe, And now fur ever do proteſt me yours, 
glected all this while ! Gentlemen, vou'll mag Old Mir, Tall, all di dall. | Sings. ] Kits me, 
my complaiſance to the lady,----How now----Is it | daughter----n0, you ſhall Kiſs me firſt, [Je La- 


civil to be ſo out of humour at my entertainment, 
2n q I fo pleaſed with yours ? Captain, you're ſur- 
vr ſod at all this! but we're in our frolicks, you 
muit know. Some wine here, 
Enter Servant ith wine. 
Come, captain, this worthy gentleman's health. 
[ Twveaks the firſt Bravo by the naſe; he rears. 
But now, „here —x here's my dear deliverer, my 
boy, my charming boy! 
1 Bra. } hope ſome of our crew below airs ! nave 
&:\patch'd him. 


morce. ] for you're the cauſe ont. 
what fay you to the captain ? 

Biß. 1 like the beaſt well enough; but I don't 
underſtand his paces ſo well as to venture him in 4 
ſtrange road. 

Old Mir. But marriage is ſo beaten a path that 
you can't go Wronge 

Bif. Ay, tis ſo beaten that the way is ſpoil'd, 

Dir. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me 

thy hulband----1 cou'd marry thee to-day, for the 
| privilege of beating thee to-morrow, 


well, Biſarre, 


20 


® 


ho And then | 
dere Come, come, you may agree for all 
this. 
this ? 

Dug. So pleaſed, that if I thought it might ſe- 


eure your ſon's affection to my ſiſter, I wou'd dou-| 


ble her fortune, 

Mir. Fortune ! has ſhe not given me mine ? my 
life, eſtate, my all; and, what is more, her virtuous 
ſelf Virtue, in this ſo advantageous light, has 
her own ſparkling charms, more tempting far than 
glittering gold or glory. Behold the foil | Pointing 
to Lamorce.] that ſets this brightneſs off! [7 
Oriana.]. Here view the pride [To Oriana.] and 
ſcandal of the ſex. [To Lamorce.] There [To 
eee the falſe meteor, whoſe deluding light 
leads mankind to deſtruction. Here [7e Oriana. ] 
the hright ſhining ſtar, that guides to a ſecurity of 
happineſs, A garden and a ſingle the [To Oriana.] 


The Intonſtant ,, or, The Way to Win Him. 
was our firſt father's bliſs ; the tempter, [To La. 
Mr. Dugard, are not-you pleaſed with 


morce. | and to wander, was his curſe, 
at liberty can be ſo tempting there, 
| : [ To Lamorce. 
As a ſoft, virtuous, am'rous bondage here ? 
[Ts Oriana 
[Exeunt, 


S ON G. 


Since, Celia, tis not in yo power 
To tell bow long our lives may laſty 
Begin to love this very bour; 
Tou ve loſt too much in what is paſt. 


For ſince the pouer toe all obey, 

Has in your breaſt my beart confin'd, 
Let me my body to it lay; 

In wain you'd part what nature join'd, 


